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Although the afternoon sun struck 
dazzlingly across the water in the 
harbour, there was a breeze off the 
sea that was distinctly cool against 
the cheek as it blew up little wave- 
letts to chuckle against the planking 
of the boat. Bare skin chilled in the 
intermittent gusts and there was 
plenty of unclothed girl-flesh in the 
waler which had been sent to ferry 
the inspector across to the training 
ship moored in the deeper water of 
the main channel. 


The bespectacled figure sitting 
awkwardly at the stern beside the girl 
handling the tiller looked now and 
then towards the tall-masted vessel 
riding quietly at her bouy, but his 
attention was more often focused on- 
board, where the girls on the thwarts 
laboured clumsily against the weight 
of their oars, dashing up little flecks 
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of spray that spangled the man’s rain- 
coat and got onto his glasses so that 
he had to take them off several times 
and wipe the water away. The girls’ 
legs were bare up to their shorts 
which cut close across the tops of 
their thighs and pulled intimate 
creases up from between their legs. 
Their tee-shirts left their arms bare 
and their alternate leaning forward 
and straining back gave glimpses of 
flat naked bellies at each stroke. 
Nipples pushed against tight-stretch- 
ed shirts as each pull had the girls 
inclining backwards and_ breasts 
bounced youthfully as they leaned 
forward again. Plump little peach- 
clefts strained juicily against white 
cotton between suntanned thighs 
and the healthy pink of physical exer- 
tion suffused young, smooth cheeks 
below bright eyes which watched the 
watcher watching. 
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Ten minutes saw them rounding 
the bow of the ship to pass under the 
boom and along the side to the lad- 
der. A girl stood straddle-legged in 
the bow with a boat-hook held erect 
between her feet like a lance tipped 
with brass. Only when the girl had 
got to her feet had the inspector real- 
ised just how immodest the girls’ 
shorts all were. Self-consciously this 
girl had looped a finger up under the 


leg of her shorts and eased the cotton — 


down over the perkiness of her but- 
tocks, aware no doubt that her saucy 
young bum would offer the inspector 
a fresh place to rest his eyes after their 
exploration of the other girls’ thighs, 
but her buttocks could still not be en- 
tirely secluded from interested eyes, 
the diagonal upsweep of the shorts 
being cut high on the hip, emphasis- 
ing the length of a girl’s legs but 
making no secret of the roundness of 
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her bottom in so doing. The inspector 
eyed the up-pull of the shorts be- 
tween the girl’s bum cheeks, noticed 
the edge outlined shape of brief 
knickers underneath and noted too 
the way the boat’s crew-leader, a girl 
older than the rest with three red 
diagonal tags on the left breast of her 
shirt, one for each six months of her 
service, weighed a short straight cane 
in her hand and constantly turned her 
head to judge the distance still to go to 
the ladder and then looked back at the 
girl with the boat hook. 

The boat swept down beside the 
ship, swinging sideways across the 
tide as the girl at the tiller heaved on 
the shaft. The crew-leader whacked 
her cane loudly down across a thwart. 
“Pull, oars, pull!’” she bawled, and 
the girls threw their weight back and 
the boat stemmed the tide for a mo- 
ment. ‘Hook on!” yelled the girl and 
the boat-hook swung for the ladder — 
and missed! 

“Thwack!”” The bow-girl’s bum- 
cheeks trembled with the stroke’s 
impact. With a squeal she clutched 
desparately at her bottom and the 
boat-hook splashed into the water. 
Squeezing her bum, her knees clamp- 
ing together with the pain, the bow- 
girl’s bare thighs caught the next one, 
loud and meaty across both legs at 
once. Her anguished yelp caused sev- 
eral of the girls at the oars to look 
round and then everything went 
wrong at once. One of the crew swept 
at the water with her oar and skim- 
med it across the surface instead of 
making it bite deep. A shower of salt 
water drenched the inspector, the oar 
slipped from its rowlock and went 
over the side, and the girl slipped 
backwards off her seat to end up half- 
lying between the knees of the girl 
behind her with her legs still hooked 
over her thwart and the seat of her 
tight-stretched shorts in a puddle of 
water in the bottom of the boat. With 
the girl behind unable to move be- 
cause of the first girl’s arrival in her 
lap, and the girls on the other side 
still rowing, the boat began to swing 
broadside to the tide flow and away 
downstream. The crew-leader shout- 
ed orders at the top of her voice, 
and dealt the bow-girl a third wicked 
stroke up under her half-bare bum 
out of sheer spite. The girl at the helm 
stood up to lean all her weight against 
the tiller but the rudder blade caught 
against the ship’s side and swung her 
hard across the boat into the inspec- 
tor’s lap. He helped her struggle to 
her feet, his hands alternately full of 
firm young breasts and chubby but- 
tocks as he handled the situation the 
best way he could, while the crew- 
leader snatched the boat-hook from 
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the water and yelled ‘Catch that oar 
there!’”’ A second time the inspector 
found his lap full of warm young fem- 
ininity as the tiller girl dived across 
him to grab the floating oar. At full- 
stretch she found she couldn’t lift the 
oar, but she hung on determinedly 
until help should arrive. The inspec- 
tor did what he could. He held the girl 
round the hips and tucked his fingers 
into the waist of her shorts for the 
sake of security, and while the crew- 
leader lent a hand to recover the oar, 
the inspector affected a look of em- 
barrassed surprise as he found that 
the girl’s shorts slipped down very 
easily when he tugged at them, under 
the pretence of keeping her steady. A 
nimble readjustment of his grasp on 
the shorts ensured that he had her 
knickers clutched in his fingers too. 
“Oh Christ!” It was the tiller girl 
still struggling to hang on to the oar as 
both her shorts and her knickers slip- 
ped down off her hips. As though 
more concerned not to embarrass the 
inspector than she was about falling 
out of the boat, she turned her face 
back towards him and stuttered that 
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she was — “Sorry sir, only there 
wasn’t much I could do about it, Sir, 
honest!”’ With his lower hand cupped 
under the girl’s pubic swell, the in- 
spector clung on to her hips until the 
oar was back in the boat. 

“Thank you, sir’’ gasped the tiller 
girl, struggling to pull up her knickers 
while the crew-leader regained con- 
trol of the debacle and shouted for the 
boat to be steered up into the current. 
With her pants still only half-way up 
the girl had to attend to her helms- 
manship. Gallantly the inspector vol- 
unteered to help her. He could have 
taken the tiller of course, but instead 
he retrieved her knickers, made quite 
sure that they were snugged up into 
all the warm little places knickers are 
meant to keep snug, and then did the 
same with her shorts. 

With the bow-girl relegated to 
holding the boat’s painter, the crew- 
leader herself supervised the pull 
up-current and hooked on to the 
ladder. Solicitously she helped the 
inspector onto the steps and with 
anxiety plain in her face she offered 
her sincere apologies for the incident. 

Relieved to be out of the whaler — 


he didn’t like small boats at the best of 
times — the inspector regained his 
dignity as well as his sodden con- 
dition would allow and gave her a 
thin smile. 

“Miss, er—?’’ The inspector paused 
for her to tell him her name. 

“Marley, Sir’ said the girl help- 
fully, and after a hesitation as she 
realised that he was looking at her 
nipples poking themselves erect 
under her wet shirt, she added “’Alli- 
son Marley, actually sir’ just in 
case the discreet suggestion of infor- 
mality might do some good some- 
where along the line. 

“Well, Miss Marley” — She really 
did have very nice breasts, didn’t 
she’ — um — I was going to say that I 
don’t get paid to risk life and limb on 
these visits, you know. I should like 
to think that you'll give that crew of 
yours something to wake them up, 
eh?’” He glanced down at the cane 
which was still in her hand, remem- 
bering the way she had whacked it 
across that girls bum, and the tan- 
talising thought occured that he’d 
really like to see it being used on her 
bottom. “Er — will you see to that for 
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me, Marley?”’. 

“Yes sir — I certainly shall!’” she 
said, the cloud of apprehension lift- 
ing instantly from her face now that 
she realised she wasn’t going to be 
held personally responsible for the 
fiasco in the boat. The cane flicked 
eagerly against her leg — it seemed 
probable that she would enjoy herself 
“seeing to it’”’ as she’d been told to. 

As a tall girl came along the deck to 
salute him and take him below, the 
inspector heard the crew-leader’s 
voice calling “let go for’ard!’”’ down 
near the waterline, and then quite 
distinct, although distant, the 
‘thwack’of cane against cotton shorts. 
The plaintive yelp which floated up 
over the side confirmed that Allison 
meant to discharge her duty with a 
will. 

T.S. “Viceroy’s” intelligence sys- 
tem hadn’t had much warning of the 
inspector's impending arrival but it 
had coped perfectly nevertheless. 
While the whaler had been pulling 
across the harbour towards the jetty 
to fetch the inspector, the motorboat 
had slipped away on the far side of 
the ship in the direction of the signals 
office, and while Senior Cadet 
Marley’s crew were still making a 
pig's ear of hooking on to the ladder, 
a breathless girl had been tapping at 
the door of the Captain’s cabin. 

“Sir — a signal, sir’. The captain 
had read it ina moment. 

“Thank you. No reply”. 

The Educational Petty Officer's 
grape-vine had back-tracked to the 
inspector’s last three visits and the 
word had come back — “Bent as a nine 
bob note’’. Susceptible, persuadable, 


a man who liked to enjoy his work 
like most of them on the Inspectorate. 
The Captain had already summoned 
the girl who, for lack of a proper 
officer in these straitened times, 
acted as his First Lieutenant. 

“Who’s on punishment detail for 
this afternoon?” 

“Um — Cadets Howard, Cranley 
and Everwood, Sir. I dare say I could 
muster afew more, sir—"’. © 

“Right. Put Cranley on Captain’s 
Steward for lunch. This one probably 
likes ‘em young and pretty — don’t 
they all — and see that she looks her 
best, Fairbrother — I imagine you 
know the drill by now”. : 

“Yes sir’. The girl had licked brief- 
ly at her lips, checking through the 
myriad items that would have to be 
seen to if the inspector’s visit was to 
be a success. ‘Punishment parade on 
the foredeck as usual, sir? Eighteen 
hundred?” 

“Yes — oh and see if we can arrange 
some kind of tour of the harbour or 
something for this afternoon — get the 
sod off the ship while we smarten the 
place up eh?” 

“Yes sir. Will that be all, sir?” 

“Tl think so. Right then — get up 
there and smile at him girl — and wig- 
gle your bum!” 

“Yes sir!’” Senior Cadet Fairbrother 
had taken herself off and the Captain 
had had a moment to himself before 
he needed to turn on the charm. 

With the information from the 
Educational Petty Officer’s dash 
ashore, he was at least equipped to 
deal with the situation, with his eyes 
open. More than once it hadn’t been 
that easy — but never mind. This 
inspector it seemed, was a man after 
his own heart. He had snatched up 
his cap and gone up to meet the man 
from the Ministry. 

The Captain leaned back from the 
table, took his pipe from his pocket 
and fed it slowly and carefully with an 
aromatic mixture from a_ leather 
pouch. This operation absorbed his 
attention and the inspector seated 
Opposite was free at last to stare 
unhindered by considerations of pol- 
iteness at the softly-plumped pout at 
the bottom of the girls belly — the girl 
who had stood a little behind and a 
little to one side of the Captain’s chair 
throughout lunch, when she had not 
been waiting on them during the 
meal. The impudent fullness of the 
girl’s pubic swell, enhanced by the 
snug fit of her little knickers which 
quite failed to conceal anything of the 
underlying shape of her pubes, had 
fascinated him for the entire time he 
had been at the Captain’s table, as 
had the mere fact of the girl’s virtual 
undressedness in the presence of the 
Captain and, most surprisingly, him- 
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self, without any conscious intim- 
ation having been made on his part 
that such an unusual circumstance 
would even be permissible according 
to his own lights, far less something 
for him to be confronted with over 
lunch on his first hour aboard the 
ship. He had said nothing however, 
because disregarding the oddness of 
it all, the truth was that the titillating 
effect of the girl’s presence had ex- 
cited him considerably and he hadn’t 
seen enough of her yet by any means. 

Cadet Cranley, the girl whom 
Senior Cadet Fairbrother had repor- 
ted as being on punishment parade 
and who was now acting as the Cap- 
tain’s Steward, stood smartly to 
attention with her whole posture as 
militarily correct as she could make it 
after only nine weeks training, but 
with the effect entirely disipated by 


the maidenly blush which heighten- . 


ed the colour in her cheeks and by the 
virginal downcast of her eyes each 
time the inspector’s penetrating gaze 
could disengage itself from her pubes 
or her nipples long enough to take in 
her face as well. She started suddenly 
as the Captain spoke. 


“You may clear away now, Cran- 
ley”’ he said, as he put his pipe be- 
tween his teeth. 

“Yes sir’. The girl came round the 
table to take the inspector’s coffee cup 
— the Captain hadn’t wanted coffee — 
and then she had to lean across to 
reach the pot with her knickers 
stretching across her round young 
buttocks under the inspector’s very 
nose. The inspector,.who had been 
invited to watch the girl’s forth- 
coming chastisement — in the line of 
duty of course — which was scheduled 
for that afternoon immediately after 
the Captain had finished his lunch, 
rather self-consciously eyed the solid 
look of her bum under the flimsy 
pants and found himself wondering 
how it was going to respond to a good 
hard whack with a cane. 

“Ooh!” The girl’s gasp took him 
aback, as though she had read his 
thoughts and felt the imaginary 
stroke as he had pictured it landing. 
Even the Captain, couldn’t restrain a 
grin as she stood back from the table 
with a petulant look on her face and 
kept the hot coffee-pot well away 
from her bare breasts this time. 
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‘“S-Sorry sir’’ she whispered, aware 
that she had caused a little bit of a stir 
by her clumsiness. 

“Clear off, Cranley!”’ said the Cap- 
tain mildly, “and you can come back 
with two brandies — you’d like a 
brandy wouldn’t you Mr. Vallis? — in 
five minutes”. 

“Yes sir’. The girl’s_ scantily- 
knickered bottom bounced indis- 
creetly behind her as she left the 
cabin while the Captain kept an eye 
on his guest’s interest in her retreat- 
ing shape. He waited until the in- 
spector withdrew his glance and then 
he puffed on his pipe and allowed a 
convincing chuckle to lighten the 
atmosphere between them. 

“Pretty little thing isn’t she?” 

“Oh — yes, she is’. The inspector 
seemed undecided about something. 
The Captain wondered for a moment 
Whether he had judged his man 
amiss. He thought he’d better let his 
visitor make the pace. 

The inspector wondered for his 
part if he oughtn’t to stamp his 
authority on this meeting and de- 
mand to know what the Captain 
meant by having his girls wandering 
around virtually naked — on the other 
hand, he knew perfectly well what he 
meant by it, and it would save him 
the awkwardness of having to sug- 
gest a bit of mutual back-scratching 
himself. He made up his mind to play 
the ball as it lay. 

‘“T wonder — perhaps you know that 
one of my tasks on these visits is to 
interview a few of the girls — in 
private, that is — to get an idea of their 
points of view with respect to con- 
ditions as they apply to them at these 
establishments. Ah — d’you think 
your steward — Cranley? Was that her 
name? D’you think she’d make a suit- 
able interviewee?” 

“Er — yes, I should say so”. The 
Captain wasn’t sure of his man any 
longer — but he could hardly start any 
cover-ups now, not with the cards 
already dealt. Perhaps it had been a 
mistake after all. He began to think 
about his pension entitlement and 
wondered whether he was about to 
say goodbye to it. 

“Fine. Well, would you mind if I 
had my chat with her when she comes 
back?” 

“Alright with me, Mr. Vallis” said 
the Captain, a trifle too heartily. 
This had all the makings of a catas- 
trophe, if his information had been 
wrong. 

“Good, so that’s agreed then”. The 
inspector reached for his briefcase 
and took out an ominous-looking pad 
of forms, then looked up at his host. 
“By the way — the crew-leader in the 


boat which brought me across — Mar- 
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ley, [think she said her name was”. 

“Marley? Oh yes’’. Now what was 
he up to. 

“How old is she?” 

‘‘Er — coming on eighteen, I should 
think. I could find out’”’. 

“No, no. It’s just that she seems a 
little inexperienced in handling her 
cadets — she made rather a mess of 
coming alongside this morning, you 
know”. 

“Yes, [heard —““What was he up to? 

“T wondered whether you thought 
she ought to be replaced — perhaps 
temporarily, that would be up to you 
— and another of the girls in her crew 
given the chance to show what she 
could do”. 

“Ah — well, I don’t see why not, if 
you think so’’. It seemed best to go 
along with him — that way things 
wouldn’t get any worse! 

“Fine’’. The inspector shuffled his 
papers. ““And out of interest, what 
would you say would be a suitable 
punishment — I’m speaking of cor- 
poral punishment, of course — for a 
senior cadet whose negligence in 
boat-handling put the safety of a pas- 
senger at risk? And here I’m speaking 
of myself, Captain’. He eyed the 
Captain in a bland way that was 
somehow all the more threatening for 
its lack of expression. 

“Well, I suppose the rules allow for 
her to be caned, just as any cadet 
might be -”. 

“Would you think that to be a suit- 


able punishment — a caning?” 

“Ah — well, yes. But I rely upon my 
senior cadets quite heavily - I 
wouldn’t want to undermine the 
girl’s authority in front of her juniors. 
I mean, I shouldn’t think I’ve had 
Marley’s knickers down -— for punish- 
ment that is, of course — in the last six 
months”. 

The inspector smiled a thin smile. 
“Whereas you’ve had her knickers 
down for other purposes, Captain?” 

“No no. Of course not. That wasn’t 
what I meant at all’. It hadn’t been 
what he’d meant, needless to say, al- 
though the inspector’s interpretation 
had been too damned near the mark 
for comfort. The Captain gave in. 
“Well, let’s say the girl does deserve a 
caning shall we, Mr. Vallis. May I take 
it that you'd like to see her get it?” 

Knowing that he’d hit upon a chink 
in the Captain’s armour, the inspec- 
tor felt free to say ‘““Yes, you may take 
it that I should like to see the girl 
punished, Captain”’. 

The Captain puffed aggressively on 
his pipe, nodded his approval, and 
turned suddenly to bark at the unfor- 
tunate Cadet Cranley, who had reap- 
peared in the doorway with two glas- 
ses and a brandy bottle on a tray. 

“Don’t you know better than to 
barge into this cabin without knock- 
ing girl?” 

Cadet Cranley stopped in her 
tracks and a glass toppled over on the 
tray and broke into pieces. 


The captain got to his feet and 
caught the girl a hefty slap on the 
buttocks. 

“T’ll deal with you when Mr. Vallis 
has had a word with you, Cranley. 
Right now I need a breath of fresh 
air’. He left the cabin and shut the 
door heavily behind him, leaving 
Cadet Cranley bewildered by the 
suddeness of events and worming 
her hips distractedly as the sting of 
the spank sank in. Her frightened 
eyes met the inspector’s and she burst 
into tears. 

The inspector watched the girl, 
who was no more adequately covered 
than she had been earlier, and slowly 
she stopped her crying and attempted 
to concentrate upon her asigned task. 

“Um — s-sir, would you like a 
drink?” 

“No, thank you’’. The inspector 
crossed his legs and motioned to her 
to put down the tray. 

“What's you're first name?” he en- 
quired pleasantly. 

“Sir — Susan, sir’’. She stood now 
with her hands folded demurely in 
front, but her attempt at a modest 
pose was altogether spoiled by the 
impudent thrust of her young breasts 
and the rather snooty way her pink 
nipples pointed in different outward 
and upward directions. 

“Susan — are you happy here? 
Hmm?” 

The conflict between self-preser- 
vation and the longing to tell some- 
one just how awful it was on this ship 
was evident in her troubled face, but 
her eyes met his, frank and appeal- 
ing, as though she thought that he 
might be someone she could trust. 

“Sir —n-not really sir. I wish I could 
go back home sir”. 

“Do you my dear? And what is it 
that’s so dreadful here that you wish 
you could go home, eh?” 

Stuck for words, fearful of saying 
too much, Susan could do no more 
than gesture hopelessly with her 
hands — the plump pout of her pubes 
was disclosed for a moment. She saw 
the inspector’s eyes drop to the level 
of her knickers and folded her hands 
there again, but then in a gesture 
which she probably hoped would be 
interpreted as an expression of trust, 
she let her hands swing down to her 
side. It wasn’t lost on the inspector. 

“Ah — have you been Captain’s 
Steward on other occasions, Susan?”’ 

“Sir, once sir, about two weeks 
ago”. 

‘I see — and is that —”’ He indicated 
the girl’s near nakedness — “the usual 
dress for a steward on this ship?” 

“Umm — well, no, not really sir’. 
She seemed embarrassed. 

“So it’s specially for my benefit, 
eh?” 


“Sir — I suppose it must be”. She 
blushed as she sought for the words. 
‘““‘Um — we — we aren’t usually allowed 
knickers, sir’’. Her cheeks were crim- 
son as she looked down at her feet. 

“No knickers?”’ He said it mildly, 
but if anything the flush in Susan’s 
cheeks heightened. 

‘“‘N-no sir — not on Captain’s Stew- 
ard sir. It—it’s very humiliating sir’. 

“I see”. His crossed-over leg 
swung lazily, the girl watching his 
polished brown shoe for somewhere 
to cast her nervous glance. He left the 
obvious question aside for the 
moment. 

‘“‘And what else do you find makes 
you unhappy —-mmm?” 

“Sir — getting caned is worst sir’’. 

“Hmm”. He caught the momentary 
flutter of her eyelashes as she looked 
up at him then away again. Greatly 
daring, she risked initiating a fresh 
turn to the conversation. 

“Sir — the girls say you’re someone 
important sir. Someone from the 
Ministry. Are you sir, someone 
important?” 

The inspector noted this develop- 
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ment with interest. ““Yes — I suppose 
you could say I’m sort of important. 
Why d’you ask?” 

Susan swallowed audibly before 
she risked speaking again. “’Sir—after 
this — after you’ve finished with me — 
the Captain’s going to cane me sir. I-I 
hate being c-caned —’’. She looked at 
him pathetically, near to tears again. 
The inspector smiled at her, seeming 
sympathetic. 

“So —”. The girl’s tack was tran- 
sparently obvious” — you'd like me to 


intervene? To save you and your pret- 
ty little bottom from the Captain and 
his cane? Is that it?” 

“Er — well, yes sir, I suppose that’s 
what I mean”. Her hands moved to 
her hips, thumbs tucking into the 
waistband of her insubstantial knick- 
ers. The inspector watched — there 
was no mistaking the inference of 
that little motion. He watched as she 
plucked up her courage then inched 
her pants down from her hips, a 
crinkle of pubic hair appearing as she 
slipped the knickers down to the tops 
of her thighs. She put her hands be- 
hind her back and wouldn’t look at 
him — this helpless offering of the 
only thing she had, her sweet youth- 
fulness and her body’s most precious 
secret — stirred the inspector to con- 
sider the possibilities; possibilities 
which had to be rejected the moment 
they came into his mind for fear of the 
consequences which might ensue if 
he gave way to his natural impulses 
and was then discovered by someone 
coming in unexpectedly. But the girl 
had advanced, hesitantly but still 
determinedly, to within arms-reach 
of his chair. The fresh, warm smell of 
her body was in his nostrils the in- 
vitation becoming more difficult to 
decline. Almost unconsciously the 
inspector’s hand reached out, stroked 
the inside of her upper thigh with the 
back of a finger, delved between her 
legs, slipped two fingers along the 
warm, moist tunnel and felt her 
shiver at his violation of her medesty, 
or perhaps it was shock at her own 
invitation to him to have done it. The 
full, soft weightiness of her bum- 
cheeks, explored briefly from be- 
tween her legs, made him think of the 
caning the Captain was about to give 
her — the caning which he would let 
the Captain give her, sweet pleading 
or not. He withdrew his hand, let- 
ting a finger trail down between her 
cheeks, feeling her little start as he 
touched a sensitive area on the way 
back. 

“Well now Susan — I’m not sure I 
should interfere in the Captain’s 
plans for this nice little bottom of 
yours, you know”. 

She edged a little away, just a sort 
of mental distancing from the disap- 
pointment that the inspector’s words 
implied. 

“Sir — please, I really don’t want 
to be caned — it frightens me; even 
thinking about it scares me sir!” 

‘How many strokes wili the Cap- 
tain give you d’you think, Susan?” 

She swallowed again, her nerve 
beginning to go now that this last 
chance to avoid her punishment 
seemed to be slipping away. “Er — 
t-twelve sir, probably sir. Actually | 
don’t know ~” She trailed off, her 


voice catching in her throat. 

“Well I’m really not at all sure I 
should interfere, Susan’’. He looked 
up at her, his face bright as though 
he’d just had a good idea. “But if 
you re really frightened ~”’. 

“Sir—Iam sir. [don’t want the cane 
sir —’. She looked terrified, in fact, 
her lips moistly apart, her eyes wide, 
her cheeks pink. “Please sir’. 

“Very well, Susan —I shall stay here 
and see it through with you”. He said 
it boldly as a man would who was 
preparing to demonstrate his great 
loyalty to a friend by the making of a 
considerable sacrifice. 

“Oh - sir, please —”’. 

“No, no, I insist. It’s the least I can 
do”. He slapped her bottom play- 
fully. ““Now then, run along and tell 
the Captain I’ve finished with you — 
oh, and this conversation is to remain 
strictly between you and me, alright?” 

The girl looked at him fearfully —he 
slapped her again. ““Come on — don’t 
worry. I shall be here to look after 
your interests Susan”’. 

Susan backed awkwardly away. 
The inspector ‘shooed’ her towards 
the door with a wave of his hand and 
she turned and went, her step leaden 
her face turning towards him one last 
time, only to be waved away again. 
Bursting into tears she turned the 
door handle, realising only when she 
had opened it that her knickers 
weren't where they ought to be. With 
a sob she yanked them up-—too much, 
because they slid up between her 
cheeks and left her bottom virtually 
bare but she seemed not to notice and 
scampered from the cabin, her crying 
fading with her running footsteps. 

Susan’s caning was a very noisy 
affair. Swishy canes on girl’s bare 
bottoms make a sound that might not 
be heard very clearly through a heavy 
oak door, but a girl’s yells as she is 
thrashed have a more piercing qual- 
ity which no door can adequately 
muffle. Susan’s caning was no secret 
on that ship. 

opreadeagled across the cabin’s big 
table, her knickers taken down and 
off and stuffed nonchalently into the 
Captain’s pocket, Susan began her 
sobbing even as the cane was first 
presented to the impudent upswell 
of her satin-pink bum cheeks, then 
flicked as if to assess this particular 
bottom’s firmness and resilience to 
the cane. With the inspector holding 
both her hands and keeping her well 
stretched-out, her face, when she 
looked up, was no more than a couple 
of feet from her “supporter’s”” own as 
he sat in his chair and leaned a little 
back to exert a slight but constant ten- 
sion on her arms. Her young breasts 
were squeezed against the table 
by her weight, her belly squeaked 
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against the polished wood as she fid- 
geted nervously while the Captain’s 
cane toyed with the insouciance of 
her bum — then “‘thwack!”’ The cane 
descended. 

Susan's head jerked back — over her 
shoulder the inspector could see the 
twitch of her buttocks as the cane’s 
venom sank home. Again the captain 
brought the cane down across the 


crowns of both cheeks, and Susan’s: 


tears splashed onto the inspector’s 
lap as she threw her head from side 
to side, her mouth open as she first 
gasped then sobbed in a series of de- 
scending tones, over and over again. 

Her caning proceeded methodical- 
ly; when her legs began scissoring up 
and down the Captain trapped them 
against his side with his free hand 
and caned the agile buttocks with a 
backhand stroke diagonally across 
the cheeks, although even his size- 
able bulk was barely sufficient to 
anchor the squealling cadet in the 
moments immediately following the 
cane’s crisp arrival. By the time the 
twelve strokes had been delivered, 
her reactions to it were virtually 
uncontrollable. When the inspector 
finally released her there were red- 
dening marks around the girl’s wrists 
from the tightness of the grip it had 
taken to hold her; His glimpse of 
her thrashed bottom as she stumbled 
back from the table and the colour- 
ation that the cane had engendered in 
those previously pale pink cheeks 
was Startling. Hardly recognising 
that what the Captain was holding 
out to her was her knickers Susan 
struggled to stand to attention as 
the Captain entered the fact of her 
punishment into a book, and doing 
things strictly by the rules because of 
the inspector’s presence, read out to 
her the entry he had made. The girl’s 
legs alternately bent and straightened 
convulsively and one knee lapped 
over the other even when she could 
stand up straight, and all the while 
her buttocks trembled and squeezed 
together in an independent little 
routine which they maintained even 
when Susan had stepped into her 
pants and hauled them up. 

Weeping still, Susan was dismis- 
sed and the Captain poured himself 
a brandy into the remaining glass 
without even thinking of offering a 
drink to the inspector. Perhaps it was 
just as well — Mr. Vallis’ heightened 
blood-pressure might not have been 
able to take the additional stimu- 
lation of the Captain’s brandy. Be- 
sides, there was still the business of 
crew-leader Marley’s punishment to 
superintend — that he was really look- 
ing forward to! 

The Senior Cadet’s public humil- 
iation took place on the deck im- 


mediately below the Captain’s cabin. 
Had the ship been at sea they might 
have bared the girl’s bum to the sea 
air and done it on the upper deck, but 
the Captain quite sensibly preferred 
to keep his disciplinary activities as a 
matter for shipboard awareness only. 
The ten girls of Senior Cadet Marley’s 
boat were assembled to witness their 
crew-leader’s punishment. Allison 
Marley herself was told to parade 
them and to report her crew as being 
all present to the Captain, during 
which piece of ceremony she was 
presumably not supposed to notice 
that the bow-girl-—the one whose bot- 
tom she had whacked when the boat- 
hook had fallen into the water — was 
carrying the cane which was to be 
used across her bottom in a few min- 
utes time. Bravely Allison ordered 
her crew into two ranks and turned to 
present them and herself to the Cap- 
tain. She saluted smartly and re- 
ported the parade as being ready for 
punishment to proceed, and then 
while the Captain inspected the girls 
ranged behind her, followed by an 
inspection, chiefly from the rear, of 
Allison herself, whe somehow man- 
aged to avoid an eyeball-to-eyeball 
meeting of glances between herself 
and the inspector, who was hovering 
on the gringes of this often-per- 
formed ritual and keeping his options 
open as to his exact position during 
the forthcoming entertainment, since 
he hadn’t yet worked out which 
would be the best vantage point to 
view it from. Of course, he was al- 
ready enjoying it— the girl herself was 
as fascinating a picture of teenage 
femininity one could have imagined. 
If he had been called upon to record 
the event for a report back to his min- 
istry, he might truthfully have stated 
that the girl had been wearing gym 
shoes, socks, shorts, a tee-shirt and 
her cap, which she had now passed to 
one of her crew to hold. On the face of 
it, nothing to raise an eyebrow about. 
A more accurate report, however, 
would have recorded that Allison had 
been less dressed than undressed and 
a photograph might well have given 
an upward lift to more than eyebrows 
in the office. 

Allison’s tits, which had excited 
the inspector’s attention earlier up on 
deck, were an especial treat; not par- 
ticularly because they were large, 
they were not; nor because they were 
exactly womanly — Allison’s whole 
presentation of herself made her look 
more like a healthy sixth-form school- 
girl than a woman; no, it had to do 
with the way they carried themselves 
- firm but inviting, uplifted but cup- 
pable in the hand — in fact, very much 
like the girl’s bottom in all these re- 
spects. And that was a comparison 





which in the circumstances, was easy 
enough to observe. Allison’s tee- 
shirt, no doubt specially “‘tailored”’ 
for just such occasions as these, stop- 
ped short on a horizontal line just 
below her nipples — the fine upcurve 
of the underside of her breasts could 
be plainly seen. As she had saluted 
the Captain, the raising of her arm 
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right breast to peep cheekily from 
below the angled hem of the tee-shirt, 
the whole firm weightiness of both 
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her side. As for her shorts, they 
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proportions no more generous nor 
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they curved up so steeply across each 
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ision of bum-cheeks, whilst at the 
front, the same tailoring technique 
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was little more than a wide seam 
which appeared between the girl's 
thighs, dipped snuggly between soft- 
ly swollen labia and ascended in a 
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the girl’s waist. If presentation count- 
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erotically decorative young cadet that 
the inspector had ever seen. 

Allison wasn’t required to remove 
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was, indeed, hardly the need — before 
she was told to step forward and 
spread herself laterally across an 
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large one — which, as the inspector 
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padded inside on their lower sur- 
faces, into which the girl to be 
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widely-spaced as to require that her 
legs were parted at an angle to each 
other which approached some forty- 
five degrees. Thus presented, with 
her body curved across the barrel’s fat 
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waist height, Allison was ready for 
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The girl carrying the cane stepped 
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semi-exposed bottom-cheeks the 
marks of Allison’s cane was plainly 
visible beyond the coverage line of 
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of remark, held a glow of satisfaction 


as she resumed her place and bent her : 
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the girl who had made her life miser- 
able for the previous few months. 


The eighteen strokes of the caning - 
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— Allison’s conduct, as the. cane 
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teenaged girl whose bottom was an 
ablvat-se-le)(<mcemaat-meelmeya-Me-bau-laat-iae i 
any girl who was trying desparately, 
almost endearingly, to be very brave 
yet failing to be quite brave enough. 
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low across the undercurve of both 
cheeks together, wrenched a shudder 
from her body and a shiver from her 
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gasp in the way of vocal protest. The 
second stroke, an inch or so higher up 
the swell of her bum, brought a little 
forward jerk across the barrel and a 
convulsive tweaking together of her 
bottom-cheeks while the cane was 
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the next stroke. Allison’s gasp was 
clearly audible this time; in the ranks 
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of buttocks reacted in sympathy with 
twitching of the crew-leader’s bottom. 

By the sixth stroke, Allison’s bum 
had livened up considerably. As the 
“whack” of the cane still echoed 
along the deckhead, there was a 
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gasp that had more than a hint of 
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tom which took several seconds to 
subside and which was the first of a 
series of such pathetic little move- 
ments that after a few more strokes 
would become a sustained squirming 
that persisted through the interval 
between every subsequent cane 
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Stroke number twelve, and Alli- 
son’s gasps were now hearty sobs 
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cane whipped across her buttocks for 
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and wrenched her bum sideways 
across the barrel. She lost her finger- 
hold again and her hand waved 
plaintively back towards the twitch- 
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Captain’s stern voice — Allison’s hand 
returned reluctantly to its proper 
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Thereafter Allison’s active young 
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wriggling at any time, and every 
stroke accelerated the rate at which it 
swerved from side to side, with lit- 
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ly meaty whack across it’s crimson- 
wealed target. : 

With stroke sixteen, Allison at last 
gave way to the tears which she had 
so nearly defied altogether, and her 





weeping marked the end of her deter- 
mination to be a brave girl. The 
ioadosaccisalgem-1ece) <u at- (em alsao)ielolele. 
ing for it to stop — “Oh please sir, 
please no more!” — but the last stroke 
swept down and cracked as hard as all 
the rest across Allison’s frantic- 
ally squirmming bum. Her panic- 
stricken yells gave way to uncontrol- 
led sobbing as she was ordered up 
from her place across the barrel and 
—Jatcmmeolelcobel amel-jlommolbtamaibtce ome: lam ale 
trembling bottom even when she 
saluted the Captain and turned to 
march her squad away. The girls, 
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to want to see their crew-leader whip- 
ped, helpfully obeyed, sobbed words 
of command even though they were 
almost incomprehensivel, and the 
girls marched away followed by the 
unsteady, still weeping Allison with 
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perfectly displayed in all its naked- 
ness by the almost non-existent 
shorts. 

Some twenty minutes later, his 
visit having achieved its various 
objects both official and otherwise, 
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over the side of the ship and drops 
awkwardly into the whaler along- 
side. Averting her eyes from him, 
indeed from everyone, Allison stands 
in the bow of the boat with the boat- 
Jatole) om ale) (obbat-aid alsin ar-l(- are (e\-(omcomsal= 
hull of the ‘“Viceroy’’. Someone, pre- 
sumably the new crew-leader who 
was to have taken over as soon as 
NU bE-coyau-m o)bbabt-javeatssatasat-(em@olaameeyett 
pleted — has obviously refused the 
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her regulation shorts. She is wearing 
the same tee-shirt as all the others but 
Jatzp ame onebabt-Jabeatssala@m-jale)cc-mi-i90! Gmebi-je)(- hy 
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cheeks and a glance at the new crew- 
leader, the girl who had been bow- 
abd mevamisatcmolelan¢- tect ealomemeeahsracact 
the inspector that Allison’s lack of 
covering for her bottom is no mere 
piece of cattiness on the new crew- 
leader’s part. Although she has a 
respectful air about her with the 
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hasn’t had time to gain sufficient 
confidence to assert her authority 
properly with a VIP looking on, from 
the way she carries the cane across 
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against her own bare thigh, the in- 
spector would guess that she is quiet- 
ly assessing what degree of swish 
id aVemp boat eo) (sseat-satap alate tm come batetelacmn wares 
decree of sting on bare flesh. Once the 
inspector is out of the way the ready 
accesibility of those bare and well- 
caned buttocks, glowing tenderly in 
ihe bow of the whaler is no doubt 
going to be exploited to the full. 
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The atmosphere in the drill hall 
that morning was charged with the 
same kind of electric tension that 
pressages the onset of a thunder- 
storm. There was silence, of a kind, 
but the very quiet itself seemed to be 
buzzing at a pitch that the ear 
couldn't quite reach, so that girls felt 
uneasy and sensed the little hairs on 
the backs of their necks standing on 
end. The three ranks, standing at 
attention, were drawn up facing the 
double half-glazed doors.at the far 
end of the hall, through which the 
phalanx of visiting V.I.P.s would 
enter at any moment. Six paces in 
front of the first rank, two girls 
wearing white webbing belts and 
diagonal shoulder straps flanked 
two other girls whose dress, though 
the same as that of the girls drawn 
up behind them, was arranged 
somewhat differently. Their shorts, 
together with their knickers, had 
been puiled down off the plump 
cheeks of their bums and were now 
stretched in tight creases across the 
backs and fronts of their bare legs, 
with two inches or so of daylight to 
be glimpses between the level of the 
re-arranged knickers and_ shorts 
and the apex of each pair of thighs. 
Although eyes were supposed to be 
directed to the front when standing 
at attention, fixed on some imagin- 
ary and distant point, there wasn’t 
one of the girls lined up behind the 
two unfortunates in whose honour 
the parade was being held, who 
didn't let her gaze drift frequently 
towards those bared and nervous 
bottom-cheeks, presently pink and 
smooth and unmarked, whose trem- 
bly sauciness reminded every one 
of the witnesses that her own bot- 
tom would have looked just the 
same had she had the misfortune to 
have earned a place at the front of 
this punishment parade. As a sharp 
reminder of the consequences of 
failing to do one’s duty to one’s 
utmost ability, those two naked and 
helpless bottoms had already had a 
salutory effect on every other girl in 
the hall that morning — there wasn’t 
one who hadn't pictured herself in 
the place of the girls who were to 
be caned, and not one who hadn’t 
promised herself that she would do 
everything in her power to avoid 
such a fate befalling her. 

Standing rigidly to attention — or 
as rigidly as a girl can stand at at- 
tention given the femininity of her 
physiology — and a little apart from 
the assembly awaiting the arrival of 
the C.O. and his entourage of voy- 


eurs, Corporal Cadet Charlotte 


Barnes, though she was notionally 


in=charge of the parade and was 
therefore supposedly on the side of 
the establishment in these proceed- 
ings, allowed even her eyes to 
wander to the two girls’ bottoms at 
unguarded moments, and perhaps 
with more reason to do so than 
those in her charge. Because for 
Corporal Cadet Barnes there was 
no consolation to be had from prom- 
ising herself that she would do her 
best not to let it happen to her — in 
approximately twenty short min- 
utes, while these two miscreants 
were still weeping their humiliated 
tears and touching gingerly at their 
Ccaned bums, she would be taking 
her own knickers down in the C.O.’s 
office, regulations about corporal 
punishment in camera notwith- 
standing, and would be obliged to 
pay a second time with her own 
tears for the sins of those whom she 
had been made responsible for. 
That such self-indulgence on the 
C.O.’s part was supposedly quite 
outside the accepted scheme of 
things so far as the rules were con- 
cerned, was in reality neither here 
nor there, since there was non-one 
to curb or even to comment upon his 
penchant for pretty teenage cadets. 
It had been that same tendency to 
self-indulgence that had prompted 
him to select young Charlotte for 
promotion to corporal, even though 
she, like the rest of her intake, had 
had only the usual six weeks basic 
training and was hardly ready for 
even junior NCO rank. He had de- 
cided upon a snap inspection of 
the cadets’ shower room just as 
Charlotte’s group had come back 
from a muddy cross-country run. 
Tired though they had been, the 
girls had ‘jumped to it’ — naked, 
water running down their bodies and 
streaking their mud-spattered legs, 
impudently firm young breasts 
pushing pert nipples under the 
C.O.’s nose, they had stood to at- 
tention and goose-pimpled in the 
draught from the open door while he 
had ‘inspected’ them, ‘about turned’ 
them — for a good long look at their 
bums, of course, and an experi- 
mental pat here and there — ‘double- 
marched’ them on the spot and 
made them all touch their toes fifty 
times each while he paced along 
behind the row and coaxed them to 
better efforts with smart, wet- 
sounding slaps to their tight-skinned 
bottoms as they bobbed breathless- 
ly up and down. Perhaps Charlotte’s 
young buttocks had felt a touch 
more resilient to the slapping palm, 
or possibly her tits had bounced a 
little more perkily than other girls’ — 


for whatever reason, she had been 
awarded her stripes that same day 
at a little ceremony the C.O. had 
conducted in his office. Charlotte — 
now Corporal Cadet Charlotte 
Barnes — had crept back into the 
dormitory at half-past eleven and 
sewn on her stripes, and then she 
had quietly cried herself to sleep, 
having at last been given the bare- 
bottomed caning — ‘just so she knew 
what it felt like’ — that she had so 
diligently avoided by sheer hard 
work right the way through basic 
training. 

Since then, with her tight little 
uniform shorts hiding cane weals or 
the traces of a good, hard spanking 
most days of the week, Charlotte’s 
bottom had been reddened and 
made to wriggle, had bounced and 
squirmed as the degree of punish- 
ment it received had varied with the 
progress, or lack of it, of her plat- 
oon throughout the long slog of 
advanced training. In desperation to 
increase the efficiency of her unit, 
and even though she had known 
that a girl punished by the C.O. 
meant that she would herself have 
to suffer for the girl’s offence in the 
seclusion of the C.O.’s office shortly 
thereafter, Charlotte -had reported 
half of the platoon for slackness and 
had had to watch eleven skittish 
young bottoms turn stripey red one 
after the other across the punish- 
ment bench, and had then been 
made to take her own knickers down 
for a spanking that had lasted so 
long she had run out of tears and 
had been left slumped across a 
chair back gasping to herself that 
there just had to be some other way 
— there just had to! 

Perhaps the C.O. had heard her 
plaintive whispers, or perhaps he 
had planned it all along; anyway, a 
day or two later she had been sent 
for by the senior civilian adminis- 
trative officer and told that, if she 
wished, she could transfer onto the 
C.O.’s personal staff as a driver — 
she would go on a seven day driving 
course at the Central Driving School 
— and should she decide to accept 
the posting — she was amazed to 
hear that she had a choice — the 
usual two year conscription period 
would no longer apply to her, and 
she would be deemed to have com- 
pleted her service one year to the 
day after joining the C.O.’s staff. 
She had been given two days to 
decide, and today was the day. 

Charlotte had at first concluded 
that it would be lunacy to take up the 
offer; things were bad enough al- 
ready. But then she thought about it 
some more and realised that as a 
driver she wouldn’t necessarily be 
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driving the C.O., she might hardly 
ever see him, and anyway, even if 
things didn’t get any better, they 
could hardly get worse. A year 
of spankings and canings, awful 
though the prospect was, just had to 
be half as awful as nearly two years 
of the same if she decided not to 
take the posting. Charlotte had 
made up her mind to do it. Mean- 
while, here she was again, present- 
ing two more of her platoon for 
canings, with the usual knickers- 
down session in the office after- 
wards still to come. 

Distantly she heard the clip of 
shoes on linoleum, and the noise of 
a door opening. The other girls 
heard it too, and a whisper of an- 
ticipation went along the _ ranks. 
Charlotte turned her head and the 
whispers ceased instantly — none of 
them wanted to be told to join the 
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girls at the front at the last minute. 


The two girls who were to be pun- 
ished stood nervously at attention 
as the C.O. and his group of visitors 
filed into the hall. Their conversation 
ceased; all eyes went to the two 
half-naked girls — up to their faces 
and then down to the plump pout of 
pubic mounds, except for the C.O.., 


~ who beckoned Charlotte over. 


she marched smartly out to the 
front and took the keys of a cup- 
board from him. At the side of the 
hall there was a waist-high bench or 
horse over which the girls were to be 
bent to receive their punishments. 
At a word from Charlotte two girls 
broke from the ranks and ran to the 
bench to drag it’s weighty bulk to the 
middle of the hall, while she took a 
cane from the punishment cupboard 
and carried it to the bench and 
placed it squarely on the padded 





leather top. The sound of half- 
strangled weeping came from be- 
hind her but she ignored it — crying 
was only to be expected, and the girl 
certainly had plenty to cry about. 
Charlotte turned on her heel and re- 
turned to her place, noticing the 
weeping girl’s weak-kneed look and 
wondering if she was about to faint 
or something equally awkward, like 
wet her pants. | 

It was the girl who was crying who 
was to be dealt with first, a decision 
made on the spot and without form- 
ality by the C.O.; no doubt she 
was chosen simply because she 
was crying and might make a bet- 
ter show. She was marched forward 
and made to stand at bare-bot- 
tomed attention whilst the reason for 
her punishment was read out, then 
she was told to get herself across 
the bench, feet off the floor with her 
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bum arranged across the angle of 
the horizontal top and the sloping 
sides so that it was neatly presented 
to the cane. The C.O. himself took 
the cane from under the girl’s 
tummy as she got into position, and 
without any further preliminaries the 
first stroke arrived solidly across 
both cheeks at once. All around the 
hall bottoms flinched in sympathy — 
or gratitude that it wasn’t them up on 
the horse — and the V.I.P.s watched 
in silence, save for one elderly man 
who, seemingly unashamed of his 
obvious enjoyment of the spectacle, 
muttered ‘excellent, excellent’, as 
the girl who was providing their 
amusement howled at the top of her 
voice. She continued to howl, more 
and more loudly, as the full eleven 
strokes were applied with a re- 


~ morseless regularity, having to be 


held across the bench by the two 
girls who were doing duty as 
escorts, and Charlotte too had to 
step forward to assist in keeping the 
girl’s struggles under control. 

Blubbering and wobbly-legged, 
the girl was sent to stand out the 
front again whilst the second girl 
was put through the same harrow- 
ing experience, with girls in the 
ranks crying themselves at the awe- 
some sight of a bum that might so 
easily have been theirs’, indeed had 
been theirs’ on other occasions, 
squirming violently as the cane 
lashed vivid reddening cane weals 
across what had been smooth, vir- 
gin buttocks a few minutes earlier. 
Charlotte’s own reaction to the sight 
was doubly disturbing, since she 
had been responsible for the girls’ 
selection for this morning’s ‘demon- 
stration’ — it was, after all, hardly 
more than that, put on for the las- 
civious enjoyment of the C.O. and 
his friends. 

‘Corporal!’ Charlotte forced her 
expression into one of attentiveness 
and stepped forward to take the 
cane from the C.O. as the girl who 
had just been caned was sent back 
to her place beside the other, still- 
weeping girl. Without raising his 
voice above a whisper, the C.O. 
said, ‘Oh — and you can bring this 
cane to the office with you in five 
minutes.’ Charlotte’s face must 
have betrayed her shocked feelings 
— she was almost always spanked, 
not caned. The C.O. read her look. 
‘V.I.P.s here today, Charlotte. We 
have to do our best to entertain 
them, don’t we?’ 

‘Yes sir.’ was all Charlotte could 
Say. 

Five minutes later she was knock- 
ing on the C.O.’s office door; a 
minute after that and she was wear- 
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ing no more than her stockings, her 
bra and her knickers — and it was 
only a minute more before her pants 
too had been confiscated — stum- 
bling through the ritual of apol- 
ogies she was always required to 
make whilst the visitors, crowded 
into the little room, wandered their 
eyes over her young body and whis- 
pered vulgar comments to each 
other’in tones just loud enough for 
Charlotte to hear. 

‘Hope you're going to cane her, 
Colonel.’ 

The Colonel was, indeed. Char- 
lotte tried to hold her panic in check 
as she was made to get across the 
desk, made to spread her legs wide, 
made to hold her bum up off the 
desk’s edge so that the cane would 
be able to reach up under the out- 
swell of her buttocks. He caned her 
less viciously than he had caned the 
other girls — nonetheless Charlotte’s 
bottom blossomed with a dozen rid- 
gy cane marks that had her squeal- 
ing for pity and struggling to her feet 
less than halfway through so that 
the C.O.’s friends had to be asked to 
hold her down across the desk for 
the balance to be adminnistered. 
Charlotte’s humiliation was com- 
pleted when she was made to stand 
at attention in front of them all a 
second time and stumble tearfully 
through her apologies again. Then 
the C.O. handed her the cane to put 
back in the cupboard outside. He 
smiled down at her as though he 
had just conferred a considerable 
favour upon her, and said. ‘Doubt- 
less you'll be pleased to know, 
Charlotte, that that was your last 
caning here. Tomorrow you will go 
to headquarters, Eastern Division, 
for your medical prior to going to the 
Central Driving School. The day 
after that you will report to my official 
residence. Understood?’ 

‘Yes sir.’ Charlotte managed to 
say between her sobs, and then she 
was dismissed. She left the room 
with tears still streaming down her 
face and her uniform tucked under 
her arm. Outside she breathed a 
sigh of either relief that she was 
going at last, or of dread that she 
would be going to the C.O.’s home 
where she would be within reach of 
a cane twenty four hours a day —she 
herself didn’t know which emotion 
was uppermost in her breast. But 
the C.O.’s parting remark had omin- 
ous overtones. “You’ve had your 
last caning here, Charlotte’. That 
probably wasn’t the good news it 
might have sounded like. Tearful 
and bewildered, Charlotte hurried 
away to her dormitory to get her 
things in order for the move. 


A large car, chauffeur-driven, 
swishes through the rainy darkness 
on the last stretch of the M1 motor- 
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A man of affairs keeps abreast of developments 





way. In the rear seat, no more than 
an outline in the dark, aman presses 
the intercom button. 





“How long now, d’you think Harry?”’ 

‘Bout twenty minutes, Sir. End of the 
motorway soon. ”’ 

‘Fine’. The intercom switches off. 
The driver looks automatically in his 
rear-view mirror and in the brief light of 
headlamps on the other carriageway 
he sees only the back of the girl’s head 
and catches a glimpse of the little brass 
insignia on the shoulder tabs of her 
blouse. Muttering under his breath he 
looks in his wing mirror instead. Got no 
consideration some people! It’s things 
like that cause accidents! 

In the back of the car the chauffeur’s 
exasperation is unnoticed and would 
go unremarked anyway. The man, in 
his early sixties with well-groomed 
silvergrey hair, helps the girl maintain 
her balance with a hand at her waist, 
while she keeps her own hands on her 
head and bounces intermittently as the 
Car passes over uneven stretches of 
tarmac, her knees wedged into the 
angle between the thickly upholstered 
seat and the back-rest. He feels the 
supple reaction of her young body as 


she leans against the inertial force of 


the car's sweep round a long bend, his 
fingers against her warm skin where 
her blouse has come untucked from 
the waistband of her skirt, the faint 
tension of youthful muscles as she 
straightens herself up again. Up under 
her skirt his other hand strokes up the 
inside of her tender-skinned thigh and 
.ventures the touch of a fingertip among 
the moist little valley inside the damp 
knickers. He senses the tension re- 
turning to her body and smiles at the 
urgent yet respectful whisper. 

“Sir — Sir’. In the diminishing head- 
lights of a car behind he sees her bright 
eyes turned to his, her lips parted and 
wet-looking. He sees the tip of her 
tongue peep out to lick — oh so deli- 
cately — at the corner of her mouth. 
Again — ‘Sir’ a note of despair in her 
voice, a hint of almost-too-lateness. 

“Hmm?” He runs his fingertips the 
otherway and she edges forward away 
from the contact. 

‘Sir — please’’. Her eyelids are 
drooping, her mouth slackening. 

‘Now, Sally — now don’t you dare 
defy me’. Firm words, yet said in such 
a tolerant and understanding way as 
almost to encourage the girl to do ex- 


actly the opposite thing. If she does, 
of course, he’ll have to pretend to be 
cross — he strokes her a little closer to 
the precipice, and then all at once he 
can feel that she has slipped over the 
edge. 

Panting quietly she pushes plead- 
ingly down against his hand, and he 
lets her do it, his other hand sliding 
down her flank and patting her bottom 
as she subsides against him, her head 
on his shoulder and her quick breath 
hot at his neck. 

‘Naughty girl, Sally’, he says into 
her ear, and pats gently at her thigh 
while her breathing slows to something 
more like normal. She stirs against 
him, warm and sweet-smelling, her 
nose behind his ear. 

‘I’m sorry — | didn’t mean to do it, | 
just couldn’t help it’’. 

He lets her gather her wits a little 
longer then gently squeezes a tiny 
pinch of her bottom. She lets out a 
meek squeal of protest and says a pet- 
ulant ‘““Please —’’, hoping that she can 
coax him into forgiving her as she 
sometimes can. But it isn’t to be. 

“Come along now, you know what 
happens when you defy me, Miss’’. He 
Slaps her thigh less gently and she 
kneels up on the seat again, pouting 
childishly and complaining that she 
isn’t sure she likes him very much after 
all, daring him a little but careful not 
to trespass across the indistinct line 
between spirited girlishness and real 
rudeness or disobedience. If she did, 
he would patronise her no less on the 
way home, smack her bottom playfully 
up the stairs when they got there, and 
very likely cane her so hard that she 
literally wouldn't be able to sit down at 
breakfast next day. Sally was always 
careful not to overstep the mark. 

The intercom ‘plops’ into life. The 
chauffeur, discreetly helpful as ever; 
‘End of the motorway, Sir’. 

“Thank you’’. The man in the back 
seat looks with mock menace at the 
kneeling girl, and knowing now that he 
means it she pushed out her bottom lip 
a little more and gathers her uniform 
skirt untidily into both hands and hoists 
it up to her waist at the front. The pale 
luminosity of her knickers in the dark- 
ness is picked out by regular flashes of 
amber light as they drop down the in- 
cline at the end of the motorway. She 
reaches behind her and draws the 


loose material of her skirt round to the 
front so that now her bottom will be 
readily accessible without the incon- 
venience of her skirt getting in the way. 

Without needing to be told, Sally 
leans sideways while he steadies her 
at her waist, falling against him for a 
moment as she extracts her knee from 
between his legs so that she can make 
the traverse across the seat. Having 
crossed. to his right-hand side she 
swivels on her knees, feeling his 
spanking-hand slipping up the backs of 
her legs to her bottom, lingering there a 
moment before nudging her forward so 
that she Will topple across his lap. Still 
with a look of rueful childishness, she 
risks poking out the tip of her tongue 
nervously — he tut-tuts at her and tips 
her across his knees. 

Even in this car, there isn’t a lot of 
room down on the floor — Sally can’t 
see anything much except darkness 
and her uniform jacket, which has 
somehow ended up down here with 
her. Awkward though it is in the cram- 
ped space, she worms around until she 
can get her arms behind her back so 
that he can hold them should she put 
up too much of a struggle once the 
slaps begin to descend. Now her face 
is against the thick carpet and her feet 
are wedged against the door so that 
she can't straighten her legs; she is 
bent tightly across the man’s knees so 
that the plump undersides of her but- 
tocks are smoothed out into a curve 
that meets the backs of her thighs with- 
out interuption — it is this velvet- 
skinned bit of bareness above the tops 
of her stockings that feels the first 
teasing spank. 

‘‘Ooh-!”” Sally presses her knees 
one against the other and pushes her 
feet against the door. Another spank 
on the other thigh and then she feels 
fingers at the waistband of her knick- 
ers. She squeezes her cheeks to- 
gether as her pants slip down over her 
hips, and the little wiggle of her bum as 
she feels them slither down her legs 
isn’t all cock-teasing bravado — this 
play-time spanking is likely to hurt 
almost as much as the real one! 

‘““Oogh!”’ Her bottom trembles as he 
begins her spanking, and it isn’t long 
before Sally’s muffled cries are in 
earnest. She struggles fitfully across 
his uncomfortable knees and begins to 
push spasmodically against the door 
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with her feet. The bent-over naked- 
ness of her bottom is lit suddenly by 
street-lamps of a different colour, and 
then the car slows to a halt. From out- 
side, Sally can hear the bustle of traffic 
and: the ticking over of engines close 
by. She struggles to be let up — ‘‘Please 
sir —’’ but her bottom is simply stroked 
and patted until the car is on the move 
again, when the spanking resumes 
with the same insistent rhythm. Sev- 
eral spanks, certainly weighty enough 
to prompt the girl to tears given the 
fresh tenderness of her little bum, one 
applied much harder than the others 
have been, and Sally’s wriggles now 
owe nothing at all to coquettishness 
and everything to the hot tingle in her 
bottom. 

The intercom clicks on. ‘‘Couple of 
minutes now, sir’. Sally feels her 
hands released and she wangles them 
down to floor-level so that she can lift 
her face off the carpet. She dashes a 
hand across her cheeks, brushing 
away little tear drops, but as he helps 
her back to an upright position the 
dampness along her eyelashes gives 
her away. He chides her pleasantly 
about the tears and she smiles a tiny 
brave smile, although her little-girl pout 
rather spoils it. 

‘Well — if you will be a wilful girl, 
Sally, you’ve only yourself to blame’. 
He helps her with her knickers and set- 
tles them around her spank-warmed 
bottom — she can feel herself blushing 
as she realises that all this is happen- 
ing in the middle of Golders Green’s 
main throughfare, but doubts if he’ll 
notice her embarrassment in the dark- 
ness. She kneels on the seat again to 
smooth her skirt down, then slides 
across his lap to subside gratefully on 
the seat beside him. She rescues her 
jacket from between her feet and slips 
into it while he pats her knee and tells 
her he’ll be an hour or so, perhaps a bit 
longer. “‘And on the way back we'll see 
if you've learnt your lesson, eh?”’ 

“Yes sir’. Sally gives him a slightly 
brighter version of her little smile, 
and then the car turns into a drive and 
swooshes up to a wide flight of steps in 
front of a large house. A figure comes 
down the steps with an umbrella and 
opens the car door. 

“Good evening, Minister. 
night for travelling”’. 

“Yes, it is rather’. The door slams 
shut and they go up the steps into the 
house, while the car drives away to the 
gates. 

The Minister’s meeting goes on 
rather longer than had been expected. 
It is a matter of presenting the en- 
deavours of his department in such a 
way as to cast a favourable light upon 
it, and to do something about quieting 
the fears expressed even by some 
government back-benchers that the 
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Nasty 


Youth Service Programme has not so 
far shown the expected results and that 
it is, incidentally, costing more money 
than had been anticipated. It is almost 
half past eleven before the meeting 
has agreed on the way it’s case should 
be presented at tomorrow’s cabinet 
meeting. 

They leave the committee room and 
one of the host’s Youth Service girls 
shows them into the dining room for 
some light refreshment and a drink for 


the road. Miles, a longstanding friend 


of the Minister’s, finds an opportunity to 
take him aside whilst the others are 
talking. 

‘“How’s that girl | found for you 
Charles? Any fun?”’ 

‘‘Umm, most suitable Miles, couldn’t 
have picked a better one’”’. 

‘‘Good, good. Got myself a replace- 
ment for Anita. Very sweet little thing — 
can't be more than a month or two 
over sixteen, very pretty and learn- 
ing the ropes too, Charles — know what 
| mean?”’ 

‘‘Ah—yes, | dare say | do, Miles’. He 
drinks from his glass, a crustless sand- 
wich delicately poised between the fin- 
gers of his other hand. 

‘‘Like to see her? Eh?’’ Miles seems 
eager to show her off and Charles, al- 
though he isn’t sure he’s that inter- 
ested, doesn’t want to appear rude. 

‘Well — alright’’. 

‘Come on then’. They leave the 
dining room and go up the main stair- 
case, then along a hallway and up a 
second flight of stairs. Another pass- 
ageway and another staircase and 
there is a green painted door across a 
little landing. Miles unlocks it, and 
Charles finds himself looking into a 
sparsely-furnished room and con- 
fronted by a girl who certainly looks no 
older then Miles said she was, standing 
stiffly to attention, pink-cheeked, red- 
eyed from crying — and naked from 
head to toe. 

‘She must’ve heard us coming, 
Charles’, Says Miles, his voice more 
mocking, for the girl’s benefit, than 
communicative. Charles notices a 
heavy-looking strap dangling from a 
hook on the wall — he also notices that 
even though the girl is directly facing 
them, strap marks can be seen around 
the outsides of her thighs, and even a 
few coming from between her legs. He 
looks at his host, feeling suddenly 
embarrassed. At a signal from Miles — 
a twirling of a finger in the air — the girl 
turns round, still standing stiffly at 
attention. Her bottom is a crimson wel- 
ter of strap weals; so many that they 
are undistinguishable one from the 
other save on the backs of her thighs, 
where they extend more than half way 
to her knees. For perhaps a full minute 
Charles stares at the evidence of the 
punishments the girl has had to en- 


dure, then he turns on his heel and 
leaves the room. 

As he goes down the stairs he hears 
Miles locking the door behind them, 
and the sound of a girl’s strangled sobs 
beyond it. Miles catches his visitor 
at the bottom of the lower staircase. 
Charles says only the one word — 
‘Goodnight’ — and lets himself out of 
the front door, closing it firmly behind 
him. 

The car is waiting at the foot of the 
steps. His chauffeur comes round and 
opens the rear door, and as the interior 
lights come on their subdued illumin- 
ation falls on Sally’s curled up figure, 
fast asleep on the wide back seat. 

‘‘Must’ve had a long day sir’ says 
the chauffeur, his eyes taking in the 
stockinged legs, shoes kicked off, the 
bare skin at the top of her thighs where 
her short skirt has ridden up, the pale 
peep of knickers where they slip be- 
tween her legs. 

‘‘No longer than mine, Harry. But | 
dare say a little more exhausting in 
certain respects’’. He gets into the car 
and the lights go out. Sally stirs in her 
Sleep. The chauffeur gets in and they 
drive off through the big gates, then. 
head for thé motorway. The Minister 
lights a cigar and then looks down at 
the girl, her hair tumbled across the 
velvety knap of the upholstery, light 
from the street lamps falling every 
few seconds onto the bright shoulder 
flashes of the Youth Service Pro- 
gramme Army Cadet Division. 

‘‘Sally —’’. His voice is considerately 
quiet, just enough to nudge her into 
wakefulness. He pats her leg and she 
comes to, lifting her head and looking 
blearily around. Her eyes wide. 

“Oh — sorry sir!’ She sits up, hair 
falling across her face, skirt up in her 
lap. “Sorry sir’. She blinks sleepily, 
smiling nervously as she tries to re- 
member something she seems to have 
forgotten. ‘‘Um — sir —did you want me 
to —?’’ She gathers her skirt up to her 
waist, lifting her bottom so that she can 
pull it out from underneath. 

‘‘That’s alright, Sally. Let’s assume 
that you did learn your lesson on the 
way down shall we?”’ 

Sally’s face takes on the expression 
of someone about to say an earnest 
‘thank you’’. She blinks again, her skirt 
still clutched in her hands, and leans 
gratefully into him as he reaches out 
his arm and pulls her against his 
shoulder. He smells the freshness of 
her hair, feels the pace of her breathing 
slow as she begins to nod again. He 
doesn’t disturb her and soon she is 
asleep. His hand slips down behind her 
back and his fingers rest on the bare 
skin of her hip and play idly with 
the elastic of her knickers. The lights of 
the motorway slip by and soon he too is 
asleep. 


BEATING RETREAT 


In the nine weeks and two days that 
Charlotte had been ‘in’ she’d learnt 
that smartness in one’s appearance 
was an essential prerequisite if a girl 
wanted to survive in the Cadet Ser- 
vice’s_ disciplinarian atmosphere. 
Back at home she wouldn’t have 
dreamt, for instance, of ironing a 
pair of knickers; for one thing the 
little nylon pants she used to wear 
hadn’t even seemed to need Ironing, 
and for another, if there had been 
any ironing to be done her mum 
would most likely have finished it 
even before her daughter had man- 
aged to get out of bed in the morn- 
ing. Besides, back at home knickers 


had been discreet items of under- 


wear that no-one was going to see 
anyway, once they were on. Things 
had proven to be a little different 
recently though. 





Charlotte smartens up 


That afternoon, on her first day at the 
C.O.’s rambling official ‘‘residence’’ in 
the quiet Hertfordshire countryside, 
Charlotte had pressed and ironed 
every single item of her. clothing, in- 
cluding the nine new pairs of white 
cotton knickers she had been freshly 
issued with, together with blouses, 
vests, in fact everything except her 
actual uniforms themselves, when she 
had left the Training Centre behind her 
for good — she hoped — that morning. 

The big house had been strangely 
quiet after the bustling activity of the 
centre. Apart from an elderly man who 
had seemed to be expecting her on her 
arrival and a girl, who despite her lack 
of N.C.O. rank had been distinctly sup- 
erior in the offhand way she had shown 
the newcomer to her room, Charlotte 
had seen no-one close enough to 
speak to until the same lofty-mannered 
girl had sought her out in the laundry 
room and told. her to be on ‘reception 
parade’ in the entrance hall at five-fifty. 
The C.O., it seemed, was on his way. 

For ten minutes or so, too unsure of 
herself to attempt a conversation, 
Charlotte had waited anxiously in the 
hallway with three other girls, one of 
them in the Cadet Trainee uniform of a 
student nurse, the other two dressed in 
shorts and tee-shirts — the shorts 
looked startlingly brief even when com- 
pared with the none-too-modest issue 
at the centre; no doubt one of the 
C.O.’s whims — and then the stuck-up 
girl had come clattering down the stair- 
case and called them all to attention. 
The C.O.’s car had turned into the drive 
and he would be here any minute. | 

Even from inside the house, the 
noise of the car’s arrival outside had 
sounded, to say the least, precipitate. 
The slither of it’s wheels on the gravel 
had preceeded by only a fraction of a 
second a solid thump as something 
substantial seemed to get in its way. A 
clash of gears and a reving of the en- 
gine had ensued; there had been a 
clang then a slamming of doors, and 
the C.O. had appeared in the doorway, 
trailed by a pink-cheeked cadet who 
scurried along in his wake. 

The C.O. had stopped in the hallway 
and returned the girl’s salutes. He had 
glanced at them all by turn, ack- 
nowledging Charlotte’s presence with 
no more than a snappy remark to the 
effect that the sooner she went to the 
Central Driving School the sooner she 





would be able to replace the ‘‘idiot who 
has just removed the bumper from my 
car’, and then he had disappeared 
down a passageway while the girl 
whose driving had caused all the fuss 
had scampered over to a keyboard at 
the foot of the stairs. 

Her cheeks blushing rosier by the 
moment, the C.O.’s young driver had 
hurried back across the hall, turned a 
key in the lock of a door marked ‘P.R.’ 
and had been reaching up under her 
skirt for her knickers even before the 
door had swung too behind her. | 

The C.O. had returned minus his 
briefcase and cap to dismiss his recep- 
tion committee, and as he had gone 
into the mysterious room, a glimpse 
through the door of a plump and 
knickerless bottom bent unhappily ac- 
ross a tall stool had told all too graphic- 
ally what was about to happen to the 
C.O.’s unfortunate driver. 

“Twelve, | should think”’ the elderly 
man had muttered, appearing at Char- 
lotte’s elbow as she turned to go back 
to her room. 

‘““P-pardon?”’ 

‘Poor little bugger’ he’d said, “E’s 
‘ad her knickers down every day this 
week —’’ he’d paused 

“You goin’ to be ‘is new driver, 
then?”’ 

‘“er—yes, actually”’. 

He had looked down at her hips, not 
exactly lasciviously but without troub- 
ling to disguise the direction of his 
glance, and then, unaccountably, he 
had nodded several times and clucked 
his tongue. 

‘Poor little bugger’ he’d said again, 
picking up his former train of thought as 
he’d turned away. “‘It don’t ’alf make 
her cry, you know. Break’s ‘er heart, 
she does”. 

From beyond the door marked ‘P.R.’ 
had come the muffled ‘phutt!’ of a cane 
across bare girl-flesh. A stifled squeal 
had been accompanied by the sound 
of the C.O.’s voice, and then a second 
‘Thwack!’ had been followed almost at 
once by a yelp a whole octave higher 
than the first. 

Charlotte had looked about her and 
realised that the other girls had disap- 
peared. The man had reached into the 
voluminous pocket of his dark blue 
overall and produced a bottle of Brasso 
and acloth. He had taken little notice of 
Charlotte as she had mumbled an ex- 
cuse and turned towards the staircase. 
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Tilting the Brasso bottle against the 
cloth he had wandered over to the door 
and begun rubbing at its handle with an 
absent expression on his face, while 
the cane had descended a third time 
across the unseen girl’s bum. His ear 
close to the panelling, Charlotte had 
thought she’d caught the words ‘‘Poor 
little bugger’ again as she’d scooted 
away up the stairs. 

The caning of the C.O.’s inefficient 
young driver had troubled Charlotte 
considerably — she, after all, was here 
to take the unfortunate girl’s place and 
her apprehension had not been les- 
sened when the cocky cadet who 
seemed to be in charge had blundered 
into her room without knocking. 

“Library, half-past eight C.O. wants 
to see you”. 

Charlotte had spent the intervening 
two hours nibbling her nails and pres- 
sing her uniform again, so that by 
the time she was standing outside the 
library at eight twenty, her heart pound- 
ing and her tummy filled with butter- 
flies, Charlotte had looked just as 
smart as it was possible for a cadet to 
look. Uniform immaculate, blouse 
neat, tie just so — but as it turned out 
she really needn’t have bothered to 
iron her knickers after all. 

The elderly caretaker had appeared, 
wandering apparently aimlessly from 
the direction of the hallway and appro- 
po of nothing had resumed the one- 
sided conversation he’d been having 
with her earlier, just as if he hadn’t real- 
ised that she’d slipped off in the middle 
of It. 

‘Cried ’er eyes out, she did” he’d 
said. “Twelve ’e gave ’er. Said ‘e 
would. Poor little bugger’. 

Charlotte had not known how to re- 
ply, so she’d smiled nervously — silly, 
really, considering the subject of the 
conversation — but he hadn’t seemed 
to notice particularly. 

“Only a kid, really. Couple of years 
ago she probably wouldn't have been 
old enough to drive at her age. 
Shouldn’t think she’s any older than 
you’. He’d looked at her directly, as if 
properly aware of her for the first time. 
‘How old are you, then, eh?”’ 

‘Um — sixteen”. 

He’d nodded in that strange way he 
had. 

‘And — what? Couple of months?”’ 

“Er — sixteen and three months. 
Well, nearly”’. 

‘Hmm. Nope — shouldn't think she’s 
any older than you’’. He’d looked her 
over again, unabashed yet somehow 
without giving offence, so frank was his 
expression. ‘“‘Waitin’ to see the Old 
Man, are you?”’ 

“Yes. Um — I-I s’pose he just wants to 
welcome me onto his staff. Sort of say 
‘Hello’. She’d said it hopefully, not 
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wanting to be disillusioned. 

‘‘Perhaps’’. The same open look 
again — face, breasts, hips. ‘‘Course, if 
you don't want your bum caned, you’d 
better get out of that skirt’. 

‘“P-pardon?”’ 

He’d looked at her fora moment then 
grinned. 

‘No-one told you then,’’ He’d glan- 
ced at the watch on his wrist. “‘Re- 
portin’ to the old man after eight 
o'clock, you don’t turn up like that. After 
eight o’clock means you ain’t just here 
to say ’allo”’. 

“Sorry —I| don’t think |—’’. 

‘‘After eight o’clock, any girl what ’as 
to report to the Old Man is expected to 
have herself ready’’. 

Charlotte had looked blankly at him, 
uncomprehending. ‘‘S-sorry — | don’t 
understand. Ready’?”’ 

He’d looked her up and down again, 
still amused, then pointed to a place 
just behind her head where two brass 
hooks were screwed to the wall. 

‘Know what those ‘ooks are for?”’ 

“Er—no”’. 

‘That one, there — that’s skirts. An’ 
that one — that’s for knickers. See?”’ 

‘Um —” She’d started at him, bewil- 
dered but with an awful feeling that he 
might not be joking. 

‘Course, if you don’t want to take my 
word for it —’’ 

Confused, Charlotte had hovered on 
the brink of calling his bluff, only he 
hadn't looked as if he was bluffing. 
He'd taken a look at his watch and 
pointed at the hooks again, amusedly 
mocking her disbelief. 

‘Skirts — knickers. Got it?”’ 

‘“Um-—er—” 

“You can suit yourself of course”’. 

She’d unzipped her skirt, uncertain- 
ly, hesitantly, knowing that she would 
be too embarrassed now not to take 
the caretaker’s advice since he'd offer- 
ed it, seemingly in a spirit of helpful- 
ness, yet she'd felt humiliated to be 
undressing like this with his alert eyes 
on her every movement. She’d hung 
her skirt up, while the caretaker stared 
with his odd matter-of-fact gaze, then 
hesitated again when it came to her 
pants. 

‘Now your knickers’’. He had prom- 
pted her with gently mocking in his 
voice, and she had slipped the little 
cotton knickers down and stepped out 
of them, her fingers unresisting as he’d 
taken them from her and put them on 
the hook to save her the trouble. Her 
blouse came not much below her 
waist, leaving her belly and bottom 
bare —and that other little bit, of course. 

“Better stand at attention”. 

She’d straightened up, hands stiffly 
by her sides, breasts pushing forward, 
bottom feeling big and helplessly 
naked behind, afraid she’d been de- 


ceived by the caretaker for the sake of 
his amusement yet fearful that prob- 
ably she hadn’t been after all. 

He had patted her bum a couple of 
times, taking no trouble to disguise the 
faint trace of amusement in his voice as 
he’d said quietly ““The Old Man’ll like 
you, sweetheart. Just you see if ’e 
don't’. And then he’d simply wandered 
away along the passage as if he’d for- 
gotten all about her. 

Trembling now with both anxiety for 
what the C.O. might mean to do with 
her, and the embarrassment of being 
helf-naked when he opened the door — 
it might still be some kind of new ar- 
rival’s initiation joke, for all she knew — 
Charlotte had started nervously when 
the library door had opened a moment 
later, the C.O. checking her up and 
down instantly, just as if she’d been on 
parade back at the Training Centre, 
and then beckoning her into the dimly- 
lit room without the slightest comment 
on the oddity of her appearance. Fol- 
lowing the C.O.’s back through the 
doorway, out of the corner of her eye 
she had glimpsed the returning figure 
of the caretaker coming along the pas- 
sage, Brasso bottle and polishing cloth 
already in his hand. 

‘Stand at ease, Barnes’’. 

‘Sir’, she had moved automatically 
on the instant, and only as the backs of 
her hands had come together behind 
her, brushing across the smooth skin of 
her bare bottom, had the lascivious- 
ness of girl being made to “‘stand at 
ease’ when she didn’t have any knick- 
ers dawned on her. She had blushed a 
hot crimson and been unable to meet 
the C.O.’s gaze as he’d turned to face 
ner. 

Shifting uneasily, her face still flush- 
ing afresh each time she managed to 
make herself look up into the Com- 
manding Officers face, Charlotte had 
tried to pay attention to the ar- 
rangements that had been made for 
her driving course — she was to leave 
tomorrow and would be back in five 
days, after an especially intensive 
period of instruction during which she 
would have to work “‘very hard’’ so as 
to reach the required standard in time. 
The C.O. himself would finalise the 
details of her transport right then and 
there. 

seating himself at a desk he had 
picked up a ‘phone and dialled a num- 
ber and then whilst waiting for the re- 
ceptionist to connect him at the other 
end, he had gestured with a finger and 
then with a hand for Charlotte to come 
round and stand beside him “‘in case 
they wanted any details from her’’.. 
Awkwardly she had skirted the desk 
and stood at a respectful distance, only 
to be ushered closer by the impatient 
hand. Trembling with embarrassment 


she had waited while the connection 
was made, her bottom kept as far out of 
reach as she could manage without it 
being too obvious and her hands to- 
gether in front of her in an unmilitary 
posture that the C.O. affected not to 
notice for a minute or so. Absentmind- 
edly he had stretched out a hand and 
stroked it up and down the side of her 
leg, then up under the plumpness of 
her bottom, jiggling the weight of first 
one cheek then the other while Char- 
lotte shut her eyes tightly and kept very 
still, too nervous almost to breathe. 

“Oh — yes. I’m waiting to speak to 
Captain Harvey. Hmm? Yes, alright — 
lll hold on”’. 

A digit, indeed several, had slipped 
nonchalently between  Charlotte’s 
thighs about knee height — then travel- 
led casually but insistently upwards. 
Despite herself, Charlotte’s thighs 
edged closer together as the inter- 
loping fingers slipped higher, until 
she was pressing them quite deter- 
minedly against the intrusion, her 
reaction quite automatic. She hadn't 
noticed the C.O.’s glance, nor the lift 
of amusement about his eyebrows as 
he'd felt her resistance become more 
determined. 

‘‘Barnes....”’ 

‘Sir?’’ Charlotte had looked down at 
him, startled by his voice. He had 
glanced up with a little smile. ““Stand at 
ease, Barnes’’. 

“Ooh —”’ This time Charlotte’s reac- 
tion had been less the disciplined ob- 
edience of a well-trained cadet than 
the reluctant compliance of an inno- 
cent yielding to force of circumstances. 
Unsteadily she moved her feet apart 
and put her hands behind her back and 
felt the confident slide of a fingertip 
along the moist runnel at the apex of 
her thighs. The C.O. had said ‘‘Hello?”’ 
into the ‘phone. “Captain Harvey? 
About the arrangements for my driver — 
perhaps I’d better let you speak to her 
yourself’. He had handed the ’phone 
to Charlotte, who had taken it in a flus- 
ter and almost dropped it onto the desk 
and been given a sharp, stinging slap 
on the bottom for her clumsiness 

‘‘H-hello? Um — this is Cadet Cor- 
poral B-oooh — Barnes, Sir’. 

Spread-apart legs beginning to 
tremble again, Charlotte had _ at- 
tempted to manage the complication of 
communicating the required _infor- 
mation whilst keeping her mind off the 
C.O.’s increasingly successful efforts 
at distraction between her legs, but had 
been less successful by the moment. 

‘Er — well, sir—ooogh — um —| could 
‘phone you — aaahh — you before | left 
sir — oooh —”’ : 

The week that Charlotte had waited, 
between her interview for the new 
posting and the day of her leaving the 
Training Camp, had been one of tens- 


ions and worrying, of doubts and un- 
certainty, with no moment really free of 
the nagging fear that she wouldn’t be 
accepted, and the frightening possibil- 
ity that she might. 

The two weeks previous to that had 
been, if anything, more demanding, the 
almost daily ritual of presenting her 
bared bottom for chastisement in the 
C.O.’s office having been not the least 
of her troubles, and the past three 
weeks taken together had afforded 
little chance of ‘relaxation’ to the 
harassed young Corporal — going to 
bed most nights with a spanked or 
cane-wealed bottom and exhausted 
from the day’s demands, had left her 
with little inclination to avail herself of 
the kind of relaxation therapy by which 
a healthy girl might reasonably be ex- 
pected to ease her frustrations. On the 
other hand, unrealised and indeed 
more unconsciously than otherwise, 
the sexual undertones of being con- 
stantly in the presence of the Camp’s 
training staff, almost all men, while 
dressed in the little regulation issue 
shorts that might have been designed 
to encourage a girl to show off a bit — 
and to encourage men to watch her 
while she did it — were likely to leave a 
girl emotionally ‘‘toned-up”’ without al- 
lowing her any form of release save the 
solace she might find in the comforting 
intimacy of her own bed after lights out. 
With frequent takings-down of her 
Knickers — for punishment admittedly 
but a girl’s psyche wasn’t always en- 
tirely able to differentiate — and regular 
‘stimulation’ of her bottom in the pres- 
ence of the C.O. and whichever of his 
cronies he had invited to enjoy the ‘per- 
formance’, Charlotte, though she was 
hardly aware of it on a conscious level, 
was a warm, liquid bubble of subli- 
mated sexuality ready to pop at the 
slightest suggestion of an opportunity 
to do so. 

Slowly she had become unable to 
continue the ’phone conversation with 
the Captain. Her legs had gone to jelly 
and she had had to lean against the 
desk for support while the receiver had 
slipped from her grasp. Constrained by 
the demands of military discipline to 
remain at least upright and in some 
semblance of an “‘at ease’’ posture, 
yet coaxed against her conscious will 
to within a shiver of disgracing herself 
on the tips of the C.O.’s fingers, Char- 
lotte had whimpered, panted, gasped 
and finally wept at her helpless re- 
sponse to the insistence of the C.O.’s 
practised titillation and had given way 
at last to the inevitable. 

Getting her bum smacked after that 
had hardly seemed fair, but smacked it 
had been. He had allowed her a minute 
or two to recover herself a little, while 
he had dealt with Captain Harvey who 
had been still on the other end of the 


‘phone, and then she had been order- 
ed to the far side of the library and told 
to wait. Then, having poured himself a 
drink to top up the several he had 
already had, the C.O. had taken the 
wobbly-legged girl across one knee 
and pushed her blouse up her back, 
clamping her legs between his own so 
that her bottom was presented neatly 
across his left thigh. He had spanked 
her with slow deliberation, each cheek 
alternately, the spanks solidly applied 
to what rapidly became a jerking, twist- 
ing, target which frantic hands attemp- 
ted to defend in the fleeting moments 
when they were able to pull free of the 
C.O.’s grip. 

Here, in this big old house, there were 
no such things as regulations apper- 
taining to corporal punishment — a girl 
could be spanked until she could bare- 
ly catch her breath for yelling and then 
Still be soanked some more. Charlotte 
had given way to tears almost at once: 
at first as a result of the relief from 
tension that the C.O.’s experienced 
fingers had allowed her, but then, with 
the pain in her wriggling bottem in- 
creasing with every spank, she had 
cried in earnest until she was incoher- 


ent in her protestations and was strug- 


gling so much as to make the palm — 
tingling satisfaction of continuing to 
slap her crimson — blotched bottom 
hardly commensurate with the effort it 
took to hold her down for it to be done. 
Charlotte was allowed at last to slip 
from between her Commanding Offi- 
cer’s restraining knees. 

Now, her eyelids are reddened and 
her cheeks wet with her crying. Her lips 
are moist with salt tears and the inside 
of her mouth liquid-warm. Her hair is 
silky to the touch, her nose wants to run 
and she sniffles pathetically, trying not 
to pull away and not allowed to any- 
way, the C.O. saying coaxing words to 
the top of her tousled head whilst she 
splutters tearfully for minutes on end in 
her confused humiliation. 

The library clock chimes the half- 
hour. Charlotte has tugged her tie 
straight and dabbed surreptitiously 
here and there at her crisp blouse. Her 
tongue peeps briefly between her lips 
and she makes a discreet little spitting 
sound, not letting the C.O. see her do it, 
her expression one of child-like dis- 
taste. At last, Charlotte is dismissed. 

Outside her knickers are proffered to 
her by a work-grimed hand, and too 
overwhelmed by the events of the last 
hour she makes no objection to being 
assisted into them by the solicitous but 
over-tactile caretaker. Her tears drying 
on her face, Charlotte scampers along 
the passageway clutching her skirt. 
The caretaker clucks his tongue and 
slips his Brasso back into his overall. 
‘‘Poor little bugger’, he mutters ‘“‘Poor 
little bugger’. 
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INTO THE FIRE 


Charles gives his guests a warm welcome 


Each time the strap landed across 
Jenny’s bum the sound of its landing 
persisted for a little, like the contin- 
uing resonance of a bell; a sort of 
sharp, ringing whisper in the bare 
room, coming back off the painted 
walls and tiled floor; and every time 
Jenny’s cries cut across the echo so 
that you couldn’t be sure how long 
the ringing might have gone on be- 
fore it faded below the level at which 
it was still audible. 

With every stroke Jenny’s legs 
jerked out straight behind her, her 
toes pushing convulsively against 
the floor and making the legs of the 
punishment bench scrape nerve- 
searchingly across the shiny tiles; 
the violence of her jolting sent a 
tremor along the six foot plank which 
supported both Jenny at one end 
and a second girl at the other. 
Wendy felt the tremors as they com- 
municated themselves to her own 
bare belly, uncomfortably bearing 
much of her weight against the cold 
wood. 

lf Wendy looked sideways to her 
right, she could see Jenny’s bare 
legs, her knickers a forlorn little 
gather of cotton at her knees, the 
side-shape of her bottom thrust up 
for the convenience of the strap. 
She could see the twin tails of the 
leather tawse as they flicked faster 
than the eye could really catch, 
around the other girl's flanks, 
making the buttocks twitch and 
squeeze and go on trembling for 
perhaps five or even ten seconds 
afterwards as the girl tried to fight 
against the smart in her much- 
abused bottom. Where the strap 
landed on unmarked skin — there 
wasn’t too much of that by now — the 
tails were whisked away a moment 
after they had imparted their sting, 
leaving marks which, oddly, looked 
pale for a few seconds, as if dusted 
with talcum powder, before the red 
flush welled up and recorded the 
strap’s visit as a crimson stripe, for- 
ked at the end, spread across the 
plumpness of the wretched girl's 
buttocks. 

lf Wendy looked down and back, 
past her hands gripping the long rail, 
white-knuckled, frantic for some- 
thing to cling to amid the awtul 
emotional turmoil of the punish- 
ments being meted out to each girl, 
then in an upside-down sort of a way 
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she could see the brown brogue 
shoes as they clicked along the 
length of the bench and stopped 
behind her, a little to her left. She 
could see the man’s weight shift 
from one foot to the other as he drew 
back his arm, could see the de- 
scending movement of the strap as 
a wickedly fast blur reflected in the 
polished floor. 

Nothing was seen too clearly any 
longer though. Both girls were 
weeping pathetically, their tears 
blurring their vision, everything seen 
and heard and felt becoming a con- 
fusion of sensations that seemed to 
have been going on for a quarter of 
an hour at least, although it may 
have been no more than five 
minutes. 

Wendy’s bottom was as thorough- 
ly strap-marked as was the other 
girl’s, a punished twitchiness of 
punished disobedience, lively when 
the strap landed and then petulantly 
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quiescent, just a squeeze of the 
cheeks every now and then to dem- 
onstrate the perpetuating effect of 
that strap’s sting. 

At length — and to the girls it 
seemed great length — the last 
stroke was applied to each pair of 
buttocks, the strap was hooked 
back in it’s place at the end of the 
bench, and the petty officer who had 
had such amusement at their ex- 
pense left the hollow-sounding 
room and closed the door be- 
hind him. 

Jenny was still crying, Wendy too, 
although she had quietened a little, 
her sobs just about under control 
now. She looked through tear- 
streaked eyes along the bench, 
seeing Jenny’s bum painfully red- 
dened in swathes which reached 
round her buttocks and even round 
the upper part of her thigh where the 
petty officer’s aim had either gone 
awry or he had deliberately sought 
out a fresh target for the strap’s tails. 
Her own bottom must look just the 
same; she could feel the heat still 
there, her bum seeming twice it’s 
size, so much did the sensations 
down in that part of her dominate her 
consciousness. - 
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see droplets of tears — her own tears 
— marring the pristine reflectiveness 
of the floor. She focussed her atten- 
tion on the bright drops until they 
began to mesmerise her; only the 
vibration of the plank under her 
tummy as Jenny slumped heavily 
against it disturbed her dismal rev- 
erie. Jenny’s voice, sounding timid 
and exhausted, brought her back to 
proper awareness. 

‘Oh Christ! | hate this bloody awful 
place. | loathe that strap!’ 

Wendy could see her friend’s bot- 
tom trembling fitfully, her thighs 
doing the same, and the tautness in 
her calf muscles as she shifted her 
weight against the bench again. She 
couldn't think of anything to add to 
what Jenny had said so plainly. She 
eased herself a little more comfort- 
ably across the plank, although 
comfortably was only a relative 
term, hearing the snap-hook fixed to 
the plank beside her clink as she 
took up all the slack. She looked 
down at the floor again, resigned to 





the indignity of having to wait until 
someone came to let them up, hard- 
ly caring that whoever it was would 
find her half-naked, a picture of 
abject humiliation. 

Over in a corner she caught sight 
of a pair of knickers, their whiteness 
grey-streaked as though someone 
had kicked them _ thoughtlessly 
aside. They weren’t her’s — she 
looked back at her knees to be sure. 
Her pants were around her ankles, 
though she didn’t remember feeling 
them slide down her legs. So —- 
those were someone else’s pants; 
Wendy didn’t have to wonder what 
they were doing there, nor what had 
happened to the girl to have made 
her forget them. Staring miserably 
at those abandoned knickers, with 
her bum still quivering fitfully and 
tingling with the feel of the strap- 
marks, she knew what she would 
have to do. 

‘Jenny?’ She felt her friend’s 
movement along the plank. 

‘Yes?’ Jenny had stopped sob- 





bing but her voice was a hoarse 
whisper. 

‘I’m goin’ to get out of here, Jen. | 
am goin’ to do it!’ 

‘How?’ Jenny sounded dubious — 
it wasn't that easy to get out of the 
Youth Service. 

‘Remember that psychiatrist 
bloke — wanted volunteers for some 
research project or something — ?’ 

‘He was just a dirty old man.’ 

‘Yes — that’s the one. Well, I’m 
goin’ to see if the offer’s still open. 
And | don’t care what | have to do, 
but | am getting out of here!’ 
Wendy’s voice rose to a shrill shout 
on the last word — an expression of 
the desperation that was urging her 
to do just what she said — get away! 

something like a quarter of a mile 
away, on the other side of the Train- 
ing Camp, another one of the Youth 
Service’s unwilling recruits had 
come to a conclusion not dissimilar 
to the solution which had occured to 
the unfortunate Wendy. Tucking her 
Still-sore bum into her knickers — her 
spanking had been at the hands of 
one of the establishment’s female 
civilian helpers, but had been no 
less painful for that — Tracey swore 
under her breath and eased the 
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‘Um — I’ve decided to put you on 
the short list, by the way.’ Tracey 
hadn’t known what to say, so she’d 
said thankyou — a rather optimistic 
sentiment to have expressed, as 
things turned out, because what 
Tracey had neglected to find out in 
her eagerness to get away from the 
training camp was what, exactly, the 
grey-haired man was doing psycho- 
logical research into 

As Tracey’s impudently _half- 
clothed bottom bobbed temptingly 
out of the office, the psychologist 
noted the relevant details beside her 
name. One more girl-to see, but 
young Tracey looked like the front 
runner; she was a girl he would very 
much like to have all to himself down 
in the country. He could imagine the 


way she and that inviting bottom of 
hers would make the evenings very 
pleasant indeed. The messenger 
came back with the last applicant. 
‘Wendy? Are you Wendy White?’ 
‘Yes sir.’ She stood smartly at at- 
tention, her eyes alert and her face 
alive with healthy vitality. She 
seemed an intelligent girl — he liked 
intelligent girls. He stood up from 
behind the desk and paced around 
the room as he chatted, explaining 
rather sketchily that he had been 
asked to conduct a research project 
into the psychological effects of cor- 
poral punishment — the ministry was 
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behind it, he said, to lend himself an 
air of authority. The girls chosen 
would be put in his charge and 
would come with him to his house in 
the country. There would be lots and 
lots of questions asked, forms and 
questionnaires to be filled in — his 
lecture stopped as, for the first time, 
he glimpsed the strapped crimson 
Spilling out from under Wendy's 
shorts. When he resumed his voice 
was slightly less assured, as though 
he had thought of something dis- 
urbing. There would, he said — and 
he said it with an apologetic tone — 
be the occasional practical appli- 
cation of certain of his theories, but 
on that subject he didn’t elaborate. 
Did Wendy think that might be the 
sort of thing she would be willing to 
co-operate in? 

Wendy, who had stopped really 
listening when he had walked be- 
hind her, more concerned about the 
embarrassment of the strap-marks 
on her bum than anything else, said 
that she thought so, sir, and another 
note was entered in the little book. 











Two weeks later, spreadeagled 
ole) i(o)aatae) em-(e1ce)sjomr- Mme) mca le)(-mlamial= 
kitchen of a rambling old house in 
the country, Wendy panted and 
gasped in between strokes from an 
expertly applied cane, and _ still 
wasn't altogether sure where she 
had gone wrong. Watching ner- 
vously and waiting for her turn to 
come across the table, Tracey too 
(oro) U](o fala => ¢-(e1(\vael0l mals) miiale[- melanie 
but there really wasn’t any doubt 
iarel@cye)aaiolialiaremarc(emelelaiomUclamanlvion 
awry with her plans too! 
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There’s something about a pair of 
navy knickers that makes a girl’s 
bottom just that bit more spankable; 
the feel of the material itself has the 
same attributes of femininity as the 
girl inside them —warm to the touch, 
soft and strokeable — and they do 
something to the girl too. With navy 
knickers on, and asmacked bottom 
in the offing, a girl’s grown-up 
image of herself is pretty difficult 
to maintain. No wonder that tears 
seem to flow more easily on 
occasions like this. 
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Feeling less than grown up — the 
navy knickers and the schoolgirl 
vest don’t help — Wendy’s protests 
as she is hauled across the 
uncomfortable knees are no more 
than half-hearted. 
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With her knickers taken down and 

Charles’ strong hands in the middle 

of her back, there really isn’t much 
that Wendy can do but wriggle. 











Wendy struggles with both Charles 
and herself; she knows that the 
only way to get through this is 
to be a good girl and hope she 
wont get spanked any more than 
she really has to. 
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e trouble is, the sting in her bum 
sn't very conducive to pasive 
acceptance of the inevitable. 
endy can’t help it— she starts to 
ut up a fight and gets her bum 
spanked a lot more for her trouble. 


Tracey can’t manage it any better. 
Watching Wendy catch it has 
gingered her up to the point where 
she simply can’t help herself. 
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Charles wrestles with her, and 
finally loses his temper. She'll 
ave to see him down in the study 
after supper — meanwhile she 
gets as much of what’s coming to 
her as he can give her — while 
his breath holds out. 
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Wendy was made to knee] 
on a stool and her nightie 
was hoisted up to her waist. 
The swishy, stingy-looking 
instrument of correction 
swooshed down and round 
her bared bottom. Her an- 
guished squeal of surprise 
left no doubt that whatever 
the thing was that Charles 
was using on her bottom 
was every bit as painful as 
the dreaded cane in the 


Cupboard downsiairs. 





Wendy's punishment was 
almost complete — she was 
wriggling so much that it 
seemed she was likely to 
fall off the stool at any 
moment. Charles looked up 
at Tracey’s pale face peep- 
ing at the spectacle from 
cross the landing and 
brandished the whatever-it- 
was at her. ‘Your turn next!’ 
He said _ enthusiastically. 
‘Better get that bottom of 
yours in here, my _ girl!’ 











band 





Re. 




















ASTI eee, 


‘ees 


Cocaceh LAST 


Shes agate hahoteg 


eo) aalaiielialem ele)ure\icep 
io) salaisallale melulaatcreya 


m ol UiaY(- Man) t-x-\-10 -Me))| meme) (-)mial-]¢- 
Do you see?’ 

‘Um — oh, yes.’ A spank landed 
squarely under one of Tracey’s 
olU) ecoler ¢ommer-l coral lave mat-)melam al= 
oF Te-melim Valleamial-e-jalelat-m(-1m ie) s 





just such eventualities. ‘Ow!’ 
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hand lingering on the warmth of 

: her skin. i 














Pouting at the unfairness of all 
this lark, Tracey shoved the 
unwieldy old lawn mower across 
the grass to where a few spindly 
stems had defied the cranky 
mower’s best efforts. Glancing 
over her shoulder she realised 
that the old fool wasn’t watching 
for the moment — about the only 
time that whole afternoon that he 
atc(e [ale Ger: lalee-ja(-e-) ele) el-ek-Bar-lale, 
~ down and wrenched the stalks 
igeluimiat-Melcelllarem-lacem isle milous 
into the grassbox. Dutifully she 
clattered the mower back to the 
' paved area behind the house. 
‘D’you think that’s alright now 
then, sir.’ Why she called him sir 
she wasn’t really sure, except 
that when you were in the Service 
_ italways seemed safer to be extra 
polite to everyone in case they 
Ui gal-teMel) mcomel-Mela-me) mal 
darelel-y-lalet-meymejimelUla’mele)i(e- ile 
justices of the peace, part-time 
civilian administrators etc. etc. 
who seemed perfectly entitled to 
smack your bum for an endless 
variety of petty reasons. Old 
Walter was one of them, as she 
Cale mice luimar-lie-meley4-amel tats 
Wola lave m=) Cole ey (elalow-lae- lire [rem ehy 
Charles to amuse his friend, and 
there wasn’t anything she could 
oe-lelel li miat-le 
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‘Not really, my little madam, but | Tracey's defiant look vanished — 


Suppose it'll have to do.’ there were some nasty things in that 
‘lm sorry sir, butl'vedonemybest— __ potting shed, and out of sight of his 
all day, sir.’ Tracey's blatant hint wife, who wouldn’t be able to see 
that itwas time she was allowedto _ that far, she was likely to feel them 
go home -— well, back to Charles’. across her bum. 
‘house, not quite the same as home ‘Oh, Mr. Dudley, I’ve worked so 
— wasn't awfully well received. hard — didn't | get anything right?’ 
‘Petulant little girl, aren't you, eh?’ ‘What's that gotto do with it? You’re 


He looked down atherlegs andher. an impudent little girl who doesn’t 

grubby shorts — Tracey could feel it deserve to go home without a good, 

coming. ‘Right, ifthat’s your attitude © smacked bottom. Now — the potting 

NW[kstown Zel0 Rerela me [eir-larem' 7-1] acelmanemin shed, my girl, or it'll be the worse 
ialom ele)idialemcial-16 mm for you!’ 
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‘Oh Lord!’ She didn’t say it until she 
was out of earshot, of course, but it 
really was enough to make you spit! 
She let herself into the shed and 
scowled at the weatherboard planks | 
for the lack of anything else to take it 
out on. She was still frowning and 
pouting in the same childish way 
when she heard his stumbling steps 
on the path, but not without good 
reason. If Mr. Dudley wanted to 
think of her as an ‘impudent little girl’ 
then that was at least better than 
when he decided she was an 
immoral little baggage’. ‘Immoral 
baggages’ got their bums caned — 
‘Impudent little girls’ got their 
bottoms spanked. A fine point of 
difference well worth remembering, 
from Tracey’s point of view. 
‘Well now — what have you got to 
say for yourself, my saucy little 
‘lady? Hmm?’ 

Tracey could have said she'd rather 
have pulled her own shorts down, 
thank you Mr. Dudley, although she 
might have been a trifle too late. 
With lots of energetic fumbling he 
was taking them down anyway, 
along with her knickers. Her bottom 
swelled out over the tight elastic and 
got itself spanked for it’s cheek. 
Instead she thought it might be 
































wiser to be ‘little’ and perhaps say 

as little as possible. She managed it 
a moment later, when Mr. Dudley 
seemed to decide that her pants 

were failing to disengage 

themselves from their lodgement at 

the tops of her thighs and gave them 
a little inexpertly managed help. 

‘Oh, Mr. Dudley!’ 

He smiled at that, and did it again, 
and then he hauled her across his 
knees whilst he sat on a drum of 
weedkiller. He finished the job of 

ulling her knickers down and then 
he gave her an experimental slap, 
just to hear her squeal. Tracey 
obliged, and it wasn't all play-acting. 
He had hard hands! 
Tracey continued to ‘oblige’ until it 
stopped being a matter of obliging 
and became a spanking in earnest. 
By the time he had finished with her 
she felt a lot more like a ‘little girl’ 
than a grown-up one, not least 
because she was Crying like a kid. 
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my ANalomcalclam-)al-mar-(em (on elomcianlelelel(<16) 
(o]0] Me) ial-maleleli-e-lalemelime lew iam tale 
Felalome)amalcim ell. com iultaele)act-haiare 
goodbye to Mrs. Dudley, because 
the old lady would have wanted to 
know why she looked as if she'd 
een crying. Tracey wobbled off on. 
er bike and Walter went back to the 
ouse. The first thing he did was put 
he kettle on, and the second was to 
make a phone cail to Charles. 
trictly speaking, Walter might have 
been accused of telling a few fibs — 
o)0) @arsy’,c)manliale mm malcmialialem’\7-tommtal= 
Tab e)reliainmalsi210 (sem (Onel-ueole lel alaanielg= 
of a lesson than he'd had time to. 
Charles assured him that he would 
e waiting for her in the study witha 
SJigelomialomanle)aalcial@-ia(ome(e)@el-(6L.6 
Satisfied with that, Walter made the 
tea and went to sit in the 
conservatory with his wife. 

i at-\Vaoiat-la(cromey-lce(-raliarenelalt) 
twilight, by which time Tracey had 
been sent to bed with her bum 
Sjigele) elore m= lalomeleliamuucli(cia-lsle 
Charles had been left with the 
eeling that the status quo had been 
aartcliaitcllalsremielm-lale)ial-imer-\'e 








‘Wendy?’ Charles’ voice outside 
the door made Wendy start — his 
face appearing in the _half-open 
doorway made her drop the soap 
into the water and stand with her 
hands across her body while he 
eyed her soap-streaked shape up 
and down ’haven’t you finished 
yet?’ 

‘Er — yes. | won’t be a minute.’ 
She plopped down into the bath and 
rinsed the water over her, not look- 
ing back over her shoulder but 
knowing that he was still there, 
watching. Suddenly he was there 
beside her, a towel in his hands. 

‘Come on.’ He held out the towel 
towards her, not giving it to her — 
more inviting her to come and get it. 
‘Ashamed of her nakedness — she 
still hadn’t got used to being com- 
pletely undressed in front of him — 
she had no option but to stand up in 
the bath. Water streamed down her 
breasts and belly, running down her 
legs and arms, naked and shiny in 
the overhead light. 

He withdrew the towel and leaned 
forward to pull out the plug, then, 
while the water drained away, he 
helped Wendy to dry herself, no- 
where being too personal a place for 
his attention, the blush on Wendy’s 
fresh pink face simply added en- 
couragement to him. 

‘Turn round.’ Her bottom, damp 
and smooth-skinned, glowed warm 
red from it’s immersion in the hot 
water so soon after it had been 
spanked. Finger marks showed in- 
dividually here and there as the 
towel brisked roughly over her but- 
tocks, bouncing her cheeks and 
pinkening the tops of her thighs with 
it's coarseness. Wendy panted little 
protests at the thoroughness of the 
towel’s attentions, but to no effect. 
Her body — and especially her bot- 
tom — was tingling all over by the 
time she was dry. 

Talcum powder was sprinkled lib- 
erally everywhere, especially in 
those little places where there might 
still be a trace of dampness, like in 
between the division of her chubby 
bum-cheeks. At last he tossed the 
towel onto a chair and went out to 
the linen cupboard on the landing. 
He returned with a vest — nothing 
else. 

‘We'll have tea and toast down- 
Stairs.’ he said. 

Wendy dressed herself — it took 
only a moment, there being only the 
vest. Tea and toast was a ritual 
every Sunday now that Tracey had 
been sent back to the training camp 
— Wendy would kneel before the log 
fire, which she would have made up 
earlier, while he went to make the — 
oh dear! Suddenly she remembered 
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Charles slips up 


that she hadn’t made up the fire! 

she scampered downstairs, past 
the kitchen where he was busy with 
the kettle, and ducked into the living 
room. The fire was almost out! Fran- 
tically she knelt down and fanned at 
the few remaining sparks with a 
newspaper. Nothing much happen- 
ed. Putting her face close to the 
grate she blew, hard, and then sat 
back on her heels spluttering. Black 
specks of ash were whirling in the air 
and had already settled on her vest 
and her arms, and on her legs. 

she skewered a piece of bread 
and held it to the fire on the toast- 
ing prong while she tried again with 
the newspaper. More smuts flew 
around, but that was all. More logs 
would hardly be the answer; she 
stuffed the newspaper into the glow- 
ing ashes and it caught immediate- 
ly, but there was no more paper and 
hardly any time left anyway! Out in 
the hall she heard his footsteps, and 
the clink of china on a tray. Panick- 
ing, Wendy thrust the bread towards 
the dying flames from the burning 
paper, Knowing it was hopeless, 
knowing that he would relish any 
reason to give her another spank- 
ing, if not worse, and this he would 
call negligence, in his book almost 
the very worst of crimes! 

For several minutes he stood 
there behind her, watching as the 
flames died, while Wendy could 
think of nothing else to do but stay 
there on her knees with the bread 
thrust towards the fire, waiting for 
the inevitable outburst. 


When it came it was less an out- 
burst than an ominously quiet intim- 
ation that there was going to be 
more to bedtime tonight than a pat 
on the bottom and a peck on the 
cheek. 

‘You've made your vest filthy, 
Wendy. Take it off.’ 

Wendy put down the poker and 
did as she was told, her breasts 
bobbing as the vest slipped up to her 
neck before she pulled it off. She 
brushed her hair back out of her 
eyes and looked nervously back 
over her shoulder. 

‘And you’ve got smuts on your 
face — all over yourself, in fact.’ He 
looked down at her in the way that 
he did when he’d thought of some- 
thing entertaining to do with her. 
‘You'll have to have another bath, 
my girl, that’s what you'll have 
to have!’ He pointed theatrically 
towards the door. ‘Come on — 
upstairs!’ 

Clutching her vest to her body, 
Wendy slipped sideways past him, 
keeping well out of reach, and then 
darted for the door. 

It took five minutes to run the bath; 
five minutes in which Wendy’s al- 
ready spanked bottom got another 
dose of the same treatment, hoisted 
across his lap while he sat on the 
bathroom chair with steam rising all 
around and condensing on her bare, 
upturned bum-cheeks, making the 
slaps sting more on the dampness 
and prompting Wendy to lively and 
voluable response! 

Weeping miserably, she was 
made to stand up in the bath while 
she was soaped from the top of her 
forehead to her knees, her thighs 
squeezing together as the soap was 
slipped in between and then lather- 
ed by hands which didn’t hold back 
for the sake of her modesty. Each 
little squeal of surprise or complaint 
brought a swift spank on the bottom 
or legs, making flecks of soap fly 
everywhere and doing nothing to 
diminish the girl’s tearfulness. Even 
through the lather, her bum’s freshly 
punished crimson glowed brilliantly, 
and with more slaps arriving every 
few seconds she was trying desper- 
ately to keep her eye on the spank- 
ing hand and letting the other one 
slip through her defences to make 
her squeal some more. 

‘Right — now get another towel 
and dry yourself. I'll deal with you 
properly in your bedroom!’ : 

It was a flushed-faced and blush- 
ing-bottomed girl who tip-toed along 
to her room a few minutes later, to 
find her pillow plumped up on the 
end of the bed and the cane laid 
ominously across it. Wendy knew 
well enough what she was expected 











to do—and what she was in for now! 

By the time Charles had come up- 
Stairs again, Wendy had_ spread- 
eagled herself across the end of her 
olclo mm alc am celaniaanvame)ammiato mm e)li(@)) mmm alcls 
toes on the floor, her legs straight, 
glclmar-laleloeoiigc) (ealcrem(e)ar- (genta lenele) 
on either side to clasp the bed- 
clothes. The cane which she had left 
on the bedspread beside her, whis- 
pered against the candlewick as 
Charles picked it up, and then it’s 
cool length was laid teasingly 
across both reddened bum-cheeks, 
oye lttlale murclace Mm ole)0lale)| ave mmr-\er-lla\siamtar= 
firm flesh of the plumped-out but- 
tocks, making them quiver and 
10/0 lo1oy4-mm ele [<j talolamlamrotal ice) ey-tile)ame)i 
idatomers lal alem (enero sais 

And come it did; six strokes, hard 
lalemm efsiali0) marti me)',-1 au lama Vemaalialel (or 
o)0) Gu lal (atciam-jale)aameiaa(omme Acialehvamarole 
been transformed from a nervous, 
expectant girl into a _ blubbering 
olalifomm"alele|iialeme(erslialciaiiaiomavlaale)(cre 
ol=romUiiamalcimatclale\cmelel(eialialemelmalci 
bottom while she sobbed out her 
distress into the bedclothes. Left 
across her bed to cry out her tears, 
© atclalcrom cele) .¢-10mialomerclal=m ele an|ele)elsh) 
Ulale(siaualicmrs(saamr-lalem(-)iemme-i(0lgalialemre 
aaleanisialarcticim@ (encr-\anGl-)alal(enel- (em! 
be back.’ 

For thirty minutes or longer, 
Wendy lay quiet as a mouse under 
the bedclothes, listening to him 
VVeoll @ia le me ige lel ale mele) Valcicoliccrmlelanle)iale 
every time she thought she heard 
alia eye (ollalem-lielalemialmarclimconeeanicnele 
to her room. Under the blankets she 
was still naked, knowing that was 
how he would expect to find her. 
WA"dal slam alome|(omeci(0|samal-mat-(omia(cmerslal> 
Talmm alsin alc l ale mmrlet-tiapmme)'1-1ce10)na|-mm eo)’, 
fright Wendy burst into tears and hid 
alciqmalsr-(e m0] a(e(>)amtalomn-jalci-) em e)Ulamial= 
blankets were whisked away .and 
she was hauled out of bed, sobbing 
as she was made to walk in front of 
him along the upper landing, her 
bottom flicked by the cane at every 
second step. Skittering away to 
sii talo] moj elo mmera si alem (ele lel \yaclmiaiomicciie 
smart being kindled in her bum, he 
(e)| (0) (=e Mi alsiamlal(omcaicm e)(e mm el-1e|cele)anmreli 
the end of the house which was 
almost never used. 

The bed was huge, with posts at 
each corner which supported a can- 
opy of pink silk. It was old-fashioned 
Vale mallelame)imiats miele) ami t-lalellaemwiita 
her thighs against it, before she was 
o)0ss)al=10 Mm (e)a\\7-1ce m= ipo m patole(om com e)e)e)(= 
across it, the matress was on a level 
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with the tops of Wendys legs. It 
made a perfect, almost waist-high 
platform for a caning. 

The six can strokes Wendy had 
already been given were faintlty- 
raised ridges across the crowns of 
her cheeks, closely grouped yet not 
overlapped. The six she was now 
given were aimed lower down, up 
under the outswell of her buttocks, 
and were so painful that her hands 
had to be held in the small of her 
back so that her struggles should 
not interfere with this second install- 
ment of her caning. The six strokes 
left her wriggling against the bed, 
her crying leaving her too breathless 
to protest when some cooling cream 
was produced from a chest of draw- 
ers and smoothed none too gently 
around the plump curves of her 
bum, between the thighs being just 
as important a place, apparently, as 
anywhere else, the slippery fingers 
finding places that you wouldn't 
have thought would need creaming 
in the ordinary way, except that by 
now Wendy didn’t need to be told 
that this wasn’t anything to do with 
what ordinarily happened. 

It began gently enough — a slip- 
pery probing, a careful dilation, 
while Wendy’s eyes widened in 
aprehension. Her nervous wriggles 
were ignored — her legs were eased 
apart and kept there by the pressure 
of his legs against the insides of 
her’s; her hips were tilted up to the 
required angle by his hands under 
her belly, and then the filling-up 
feeling, inch by careful inch, the 





widening, the coaxing the under- 
standing finger slipped somehow 
down between her thighs so as to 
touch a tender, titilating spot. 

Wendy’s hands began to reach 
backwards, groping, flustering, pro- 
testing mutely, while the invasion 
continued and became a coming 
and going, a thrusting and a push- 
ing, while thoughtless hands wand- 
ered lasciviously over her up-tilted 
bum, careless of the cane-marks, 
even seeming to seek them out 
deliberately. 

Wendy’s tears now seemed less 
frantic, prompted no longer by pain 
or even fear so much as by the 
emotional aspects of what was hap- 
pening to her. Despite herself she 
began to respond to the rhythm, lift- 
ing a little, rising up to meet him 
at every push. Charles’ discretion 
intervened at the last moment; slip- 
ping backwards he allowed the 
benedicition to fall in warm splatters 
over the girl’s crimson bottom, see- 
ing her shiver at the unexpected 
sensation. 

Silly though it was, of course, 
Wendy found herself in the bath for 
the third time that evening — well, 
she couldn’t go to bed like that, 
could she — and she was asleep in 
bed, on her tummy, by the time 
Charles found that there wasn’t any 
hot water for him. Wendy, presum- 
ably, would not have been in the 
least sympathetic even had she 
known, which she didn’t. She’d 
heard as much as she wanted to 
hear about bathtime for one day. 
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Mr Dupont in fine fettle 


‘What you need, my girl, is a little 
re-education in the art of applying 
yourself whole-heartedly to your 
work. Don’t you agree, Rosalind?’ 

‘Yes, Daddy.’ Rosalind fumbled 
surreptitiously for her knickers, 
lodged between her knees where 
they had slithered as a result of her 
Struggles across his lap. She had 
been trying to find a convenient 
moment to retrieve them, but each 
time she had stooped forward so 
that she could reach he had fixed 
her with that calculating stare he 
had that could freeze both action 
and intent, so menacing was the 
gleam in his eyes. Again he inter- 
cepted her attempted retrieval of 
that insubstantial token of a girl’s 
modesty, and hesitantly Rosalind 
J iglfe|a)(cialcreme|omme)r-laleialiare n=l eR (oto) pe 
Tale Marcia ele )acelaamigcinaie)(oMarciaveleri\Va 

‘What’s the matter, bottom get- 
ting chilly?’ , 

‘N-no, Daddy.’ She avoided the 
trap by some intuitive realisation 
that chilly bottoms might be ones 
which needed warming up again. 
She stood up straight, still clutching 
her skirt to her waist, embarrassed 
by the feel of her nakedness from 
her belly-button down. On her step- 
father’s desk the letter from school 
WVialleiamarc(omelgovelleliccitcrem-limialicee\u diel bs 
ness mocked her pale face and 
spank-reddened bottom, and made 
a nonsense of her grown-up pre- 
tensions. Her father paced the room 
which he liked to cal! the library, 
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‘As | was saying, Rosalind; a little 
re-education is what you need. It 
might teach you to do what you’re 
told, when you're told to do it. | think 
you said you agreed with me on that, 
didn’t you?’ 

‘Um — y-yes, Daddy.’ She wasn’t 
at all sure that she did, actually, but 
saying So would have been rash in- 
deed. Her nickers slipped suddenly 
from her knees and plopped around 
her ankles; further away than ever. 
She. shuffled her feet together, 
thinking that now it might be best 
simply to step out of them alto- 
gether. He turned his back again, 
glancing out of the window at the 
gardener and his lad weeding a 
flower bed, and Rosalind siezed the 
moment and stooped to scoop up 
her pants. She was treated to an- 
other glare as her father turned back 
towards her; guiltily she screwed up 





her knickers in one hand and slip- 
ped that hand behind her back. Ten- 
tatively she let her skirt slide it’s 
pleats down in front of her tummy, 
the movement not unobserved but 
at least uncommented. 

‘Well then —do you remember Mr. 
Dupont? Used to teach you the 
piano?’ He watched the last riffle of 
her pubic hair disappear beneath 
the dubiously lowered skirt, his 
expression betraying an uncharact- 
eristic hint of amusement. 

‘Y-yes.’ Not Rosalind’s most- 
favourite-ever person, Mr. Dupont. 

‘| telephoned him this morning. 
Do you know what | did that for?’ 

‘N-no.’ Fiddling with her knickers 

ehind her back, Rosalind suddenly 
felt them slip from her fingers and 
brush the backs of her legs as they 
fell to the floor. She flushed in an 
instant at the chuckle that greeted 
this unfortunate happening. ‘Um — 

e must be very old by now.’ And 

opefully retired. Please — let him 

e retired. Even better — a wicked 
thought, but almost forgivable — 

erhaps dead? Demised, pased on 
— did it sound better that way? 
“H-how is he?’ 

‘In the rudest. of good health, 
understand.’ 

Rudest of good health! Naturally. 
If he were still ‘undemised,’ he of all 
people would be in ‘rude’ good 
health. Rosalind squatted and re- 
covered her pants, still flushed. 

‘| asked him two things. | asked 
him, first of all, whether he thought a 
sixteen year old was too old to have 
her bottom caned.’ The amused 
look passed across his face again 
as Rosalind’s cheeks lost their rosi- 
ness as quickly as they had gained 
it. ‘Do you know what he said? He 

' said he thought not. Apparently he 
has a girl of seventeen, still a regular 
pupil. He says she responds to the 
cane just as well as ever. Linda 
Chandler? Did you ever meet her?’ 

‘Y-yes.’ Poor Linda. High days 
and holidays, half-terms and long 
weekends — her mother was obses- 
sed with trying to get her to the 
Royal College of Music. Seventeen, 
and still having her knickers taken 
down by the vulgar man! Rosalind 
swallowed noisily; this wasn't 
sounding too good for her own bot- 
tom’s well-being! 

‘Do you know what else | asked 
him?’ 

‘No —.’ But she could guess! How 
awtul, if she had to go back to Mr. 
Dupont! She could feel her bum flin- 
ching at the very thought of being up 
on that piano stool again. 

‘| asked if he could accommodate 
another pupil this weekend. One 
whose practice had not been kept 





up — he took a rather narrow view of 
that, by the way — and one whose 
general conduct in the matter of 
education in general left much to be 
desired.’ 

But he said no. Please — let him 
have said no! 

‘He said he was rather busy, but — 
as it was an old pupil, he would 
make time for her.’ He smiled un- 
convincingly. ‘For you, that is.’ 


Linda’s frantic sobbing, though 
muffled by the closed door, carried 
it's dismal message that nothing 
much had changed since Rosalind 
had last been there. She pressed 
her knees together and tugged her 
skirt down over them in an involun- 
tary gesture of concealment, know- 
ing that there wasn’t going to be 
much chance to conceal anything 
once she was in that other room at 
the piano! It was almost ten o’clock 
on Saturday morning, and there was 
a two hour lesson in front of her even 
before lunch. She bit her nails and 
felt the butterflies in her tummy and 
tried not to picture what was hap- 
pening in the music room. 

Linda was there for yet another 
weekend like most weekends. An 
hour’s practice when she arrived on 
Friday night, three lessons on Sat- 
urday and two on Sunday, when her 
mother would collect her at about 
half past five. Mr. Dupont sat com- 
fortably beside the piano stool and 
piloted the girl through a compli- 
cated piece which she executed 
more or less perfectly. She reached 
the end and stopped with her fingers 
still poised above the keys; her 
tender-looking buttocks flinched in 
rueful anticipation of another stroke 
from the strap which lazed across 
her teacher’s knee. There seemed 
no reason to disappoint her. The 
straps leather tongue licked smartly 
around -the obediently out-thrust 
bum-cheeks, making them quiver 
and jerk forward on the seat, yet by 
the time the strap had been returned 
to. it’s ‘place of readiness the girl’s 
bottom was pushing itself perkily out 
behind again, as if already waiting 
for the next one. 

‘Play it again, please.’ 

‘Yes sir.’ Though she was still half 
sobbing, Linda’s fingers went in- 
stantly through the ritual of the piece 
which she had played every Satur- 
day morning for the last four visits, 
knowing it so well she scarcely 
needed to look at the music. 

Mr. Dupont knew the girl so well 
that he hardly needed to look to 
know that the strap had slightly mis- 





sed the fullness of the cheek he had 
aimed for and had glanced off the 
edge of the stool as it had been 
brought up from below. Her reaction 
had been a little too subdued, con- 
sidering she had been at the stool 
for an hour, and the strap had been 
at her plump bottom for just as long. 
He knew her well enough too, to be 
confident that when he told her to 
slip an inch or so backwards so that 
the same thing shouldn’t happen 
next time, she would know exactly 
why she was told to do it, and that as 


soon as she had the strap would 


arrive with full force to do the job it 
had only half done the last time; yet 
she would do it without question, 
obedient to the letter. 

Linda’s rebellious nature hadn’t 
always allowed him to predict her 


behaviour with such accuracy, she 
had once been as chary of the 
spanking hand or strap or cane as 
any girl in her position would have 
been; several confrontations, how- 
ever, together with a number of 
interviews with her mother, had set- 
tled the girl down into the kind of 
obedience required of her. He no 
longer found himself having to ex- 
plain anything to Mrs. Chandler — 
Linda knew that whatever complaint 
she might be moved to make to her 
would simply be submerged in all 
the persuasive effort her teach- 
er had devoted to winning her 
mother’s confidence in him, so that 
no he could do no wrong. 

Linda finished the piece and sat 
looking nervously over her should- 
er, anticipating the strap’s sting up 





under ber bottom. It arrived, this 
time accurately aimed, and she lif- 
ted an inch or so from the stool as 
her legs tautened automatically. Her 
breasts bounced heavily under her 
pyjama top and she sucked in a 
gasp of patient anguish. 

‘Again — the last time, Linda.’ 

‘Yes sir.’ Once more her fingers 
found the keys and she began. 

Linda’s pyjama bottoms had, as 
ever, been confiscated as soon as 
she had arrived, along with her 
knickers, her skirt, her jeans. 
Nakedness from the waist down 
was de rigeur for Linda whenever 
she came to Mr. Dupont’s house, 
and she no more told her mother 
about that than she told her about 
the substitution of a system of ‘for- 
fiets’ in place of the strap at 
Saturday evening piano lessons, 
the penalties to be paid later, in her 
bedroom. Mr. Dupont had hardly 
considered it necessary for her 
to get dressed for this morning's 
lesson, since it had commenced 
straight after breakfast and anyway, 
getting ‘dressed’ would have borne 
only token significance, since it 
would only have been a matter of 


swopping her pyjama top for a 
blouse; ankle socks and sandals 
being the only other items of cloth- 
ing allowed. 

Once again Linda finished the 
piece. ‘Whack! The strap made her 
squirm again, but then the relief of 
being told she could go eased the 
smart. Linda scurried to the door 
and upstairs; Rosalind, wiggling on 
her chair in dread anticipation, 
heard her name called. A bundle of 
anxieties, she tip-toed across the 
hall with a last pointless hitch at her 
knickers through her skirt as she 
went, and then there it was, the 
piano just as it had always been, the 
stool on which her spank-tender- 
ised bottom had perched for end- 
less hours, and Mr. Dupont, hardly 
any different from the last time she’d 
seen him. On the top of the piano 
a token that said things hadn’t 
changed at all; two safety pins, 
which he would use to pin up her 
skirt so that nothing would inter- 
fere with his access to her bottom. 
Feeling just the same as she'd 
always done every time before, 
Rosalind went in and closed the 
door behind her. 
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Standard to maintain 


Dear Sir 

Yours is a splendid new maga- 
zine — much better than anything 
I’ve seen before. I especially liked 
the two colour page sequences — 
the blonde girl over the desk has 
the most caneable bottom imagin- 
able — really firm and full-looking 
and simply begging to be caned! I 
should love to think that she actu- 
ally has been caned by someone at 
some time — perhaps the man in 
the photos? She should be en- 
couraged in the belief that a bot- 
tom like hers is a part of the 
National Heritage, and you should 
persuade her to let us see more of it 
in future issues. 

The picture on page thirty is my 
favourite — those strong young legs 
kicking as the cane cuts across 
those delicious bum-cheeks! If I 
had her to myself in the circum- 
stances depicted in the photos I 
shouldn’t let her up until she’d had 
a good few more strokes than the 
inspector has given her! In partic- 
ular I like the way the pictures have 
been arranged to show her pro- 
eressing through her punishment 
from saucy young imp to the 
weeping, demoralised girl we see 
on the last two pages. 

From the excellent content of the 
first issue, I confidently expect to 
see more of the same high quality 
in future numbers. If so, they will 
be well worth the rather startling 
price on the cover. 

D.E. Edmonton. 


More of the same, please! 


Dear Sir 

How pleasant — and memory- 
jerking — to see a girl in those old- 
style navy blues, rutched up round 
the waistband and full enough to 
spread out over the bottom itself 
without inhibiting it’s shapeliness 
by becoming too tight. The up- 
side-down miss who got the amus- 
ing letter from her uncle fits her 
knickers admirably — even the 
wrong way up. The right-way-up 
picture on page seventeen says it 
all, doesn’t it. If a girl’s bum ever 
asked to be spanked hers does! 
And it’s those knickers that do it, 
you know. 

I wish I could say I’d had the 
opportunity to spank a girlin navy 
blues, but that is something which 
has eluded me thus far. I don’t 
suppose the chance will come 
now, not least because I dare say 


08 


most girls grow out of navy 
knickers much earlier than they 
used to. In the ‘good old days’ girls 
at school wore navy knickers until 
they were sixteen or seventeen, as 
I’m sure many of your readers will 
remember. It has to be said that 
schoolgirl knickers actually look 
better, as a rule, on ‘grown up’ 
girls than they do on those they’re 
intended for —(now how would you 
know that, M.A.?) However, in 
guarded conversations at various 
times with girls of my acquain- 
tance, the girls’ opinions have 
always been that navy knickers are 
childish and definitely un-sexy to 
the ultimate degree. How wrong 
they are! If only some adventurous 
manufacturer would promote the 
image of school knickers as they 
really can be when worn by a well- 
shaped girl in her late teens, then 
perhaps we could look forward to 
office girls in navy pants, posters 
on the Underground of the same, 
and a consequent remodelling of 
the image the modern pert miss 
has of herself into something more 
like the feminine ‘blushfulness’ 
one remembers with such affec- 
tion from one’s youth. 

M.A. Bolton. 


Disciplinarian’s appreciation 


Dear Sir 

It is refreshing to note that your 
magazine is not afraid to present 
the reader with situations, writ- 
ten, photgraphed and otherwise 
illustrated, in which teenage girls 
are given proper punishments. The 
canings which you have described 
are more like the punishments that 
wilful girls actually need — namby- 
pamby bottom smackings, whilst 
entertaining no doubt, are not 
adequate either as punishments or 
as deterent measures. 

I note also that you have not 
been seduced by the notion that 
the usual ‘schoolroom six’ is suf- 
ficient to correct the wilfulness of 
such girls in their middle and late 
teens. Twelve good strokes should 
be regarded as the minimum 
necessary to teach the lesson of 
obedience to a big, healthy girl 
whose bottom is adequately 
plump, and Iam pleased to see that 
punishments of eighteen strokes 
and more are recommended. 

Canings, as the authors of your 
stories have indicated, are not 


really the organised, legs-out- 
straight and penitantly-presented 
bottom affairs that one might sup- 
pose them to be from reading some 
other accounts. They are noisey 
and tearful struggles against the 
will of the caner to administer the 
necessary ‘dose’, and the girl who 
could keep her bum quietly and 
undemonstrably in position for 
stroke after stroke I should like to 
meet -— or rather, I should not like to 
meet, since it is the struggles and 
the protests, the promises to be 
good and the plaintive weepings 
which turn caning a girl into an 
erotic experience rather than a 
repulsive act of brutality. 

Threats of further punishment — 
either more strokes of the cane 
then and there or a promised re- 
sumption of the punishment on a 
subsequent occasion — are the only 
methods of persuasion that will 
subdue a girl once her bottom has 
felt the sting of a properly applied 
cane. Threats, and an inflexible 
determination not to let the girl off 
lighter than was originally intend- 
ed, have proved, in my admitedly 
limited experience, to be the only 
viable alternative to actually secur- 
ing the girl in position. 

Kindly continue to offer us the 
same strong-minded exposition of 
the art of the caned female bottom; 
I shall look forward to each issue 
with interest. 

M.B. Worcester. 


Dear Sir, 

You may find the enclosed photos 
interesting, in which case please 
feel free to publish them. Several of 
them have had small sections re- 
moved to ensure discretion: pack- 
le ]ialemaat-l(cidtolmelor-lalalem ialcmar- lancome) 
merci a tela merelaa) els lalvmielelomeliasia iiss 
receive publicity which would prob- 
ably be unwelcomed, and my own 
integrity threatened. | trust the ‘sur- 
gical incisions’ will not detract too 
aaleloiamicelsamial-)im@ial(cice-ie 

The girl, whose name | shall say 
was Christine, (Same initial, at least) 
was employed by the company for 
whom | worked as a kind of office 
oj] dimoxe)aal-melerer-t-)(e)at-lmc-lalem i218 "Mm er-(e), 
typist. The photos span a period 
of about eleven months in the mid 
seventies, the lower numbers relat- 
ing to earlier dates and vice-versa. 
Those being the background facts, | 
Slalclimed.4elicli@miaismelcitcliice 

| have tried once to write this letter 











as a letter, but written in that way it 
conveys none of the subtlety of what 
| want to say. Thus from this point | 
have settled on a half letter, half 
story presentation which | think 
makes a better job of it. 

Apart from her bum, which | was 
(e}ge)ey- 10) \Vmale)ar-le)alsmiamilacelialemr-tsvel are 
ating to have about the office, 
Christine had little to recommend 
her as an employee. She seemed 
rather a snooty, couldn’t care less 
girl - particularly irritating ina seven- 
teen year old — but her prime failing 
was her habit of being latg for work 
by between ten and thirty minutes 
each day, with rarely a word of apol- 
ogy and little difference made by 
frequent tellings-off. As office man- 
ager, and despite the consequent 
[oXss-3e) im al=] am eval-lganlialenm elesj(c)a(e)m@mrctoe 
pect about the office, | eventually 
sacked her. (Yes, | would have liked 
(oe) ey-1 a) @alsi am elel@m-alelelomar-\ Zen ll core) 
to do the same to any number of 
girls without any likelihood of actual- 
ly doing it — certainly not at work.) 

You will understand my surprise 
therefore when she turned up in my 
office about ten days later, having 
obtained an appointment over the 
telephone as an applicant for a 
typist’s job which the company had 
advertised, giving an assumed 
name. Without labouring the ob- 
vious; that | was at a loss to under- 
stand what she thought she was 





o[e) [ale bam cal-mme||aumcy-lam lem en\ amelie male 
tears while | attempted to calm her 
down (unsuccessfully), eventually 
suggesting that she should meet me 
in a nearby pub after work simply in 
order to extricate myself from an 
embarrassing situation. The meet- 
ing, which | went to mostly for fear 
that there would be a repitition of the 
scene in the office if | didn’t, pro- 
Vito l=tomaatom7itam-lamsialtic>)\vmalsiim ele)ial 
of view of Christine and her odd 
elsiar-walelele | 
Far from being the stuck-up little 
madam | had supposed her to be, | 
realised that in fact she was very shy 
— painfully so — and her attitude at 
work had been simply a defence 
mechanism (my interpretation). In- 
deed, so uncertain was she of her- 
Self, it seemed she hadn’t even told 
her mother (she lived at home) that 
she had lost her job, for fear of being 
made to feel inadequate. (My inter- 
pretation again). The loss of her job, 
the only one she'd had since leaving 
school, was especially difficult for 
als) el=ler~ 10 iom-jalomer-(omele)a lee) s(eliarelihy 
ig]ge)0 (el am iat-me(elele me) ii (e\>\-me)m- Mal) (¢ | ace 
bour who worked for the company. 
For the past ten days, apparently, 
she had been leaving home at the 
usual time each day and spending 
the hours she would normally have 
been at work in the park or the 
library — clearly a situation which 











(oro) 0) (om ale) merelaliiale(=y | 

She said she didn’t have the self- 
(ole) a) i(e[=ialer-mm (om (n'a (0) amr-lale)ig(-1am (ele) 
and was worried anyway that the 
reference she would get from the 
company (from me, that is) Would 
at=\Viem elo1>]am-m ey-(eke)al- Maal a ele] (emarc\> 
been, | must admit.) 

| have to confess that whereas | 
Mato Waal<\Aomel=\\melgct-lansromial-l@mvelel(e 
like to have spanked some of the 
girls at work, it had hitherto been 
only that — a day-dream; and in fact 
if it had come to it | would have 
prefered to have spanked almost 
any of the others rather than Chris- 
tine, simply because | don’t find 


_ self-confident girls (even if that 


self-confidence is only apparent) 
aaleleiamme)mr- Un (0 |satce)a maven 0T-l|\/am mcalial.< 
they scare me a bit. In the pub 
though it was an entirely different 
girl | was dealing with. | remember 
clearly the erection it evoked when 
she started crying afresh over her 
bag of crisps — not because she was 
crying but because she suddenly 
appeared to be completely vulner- 
able. The arrangements | then 
aat-\e(owm (om t<1.¢om a>) y= (61, @e)amere)arelitie)a 
she went on a typing course so that | 
could justify re-employing her in a 
new: position, were conducted with 


me in a bemused state of sexual 


excitement centred around the girl’s 
helplessness in having to appeal to 
me to rescue her from an impossible 
situation. No longer did she seem 
Ja lele) WVarsl ale Rcio1) cere) ali(e(-ialemeleiae-lial=is 
the opposite. | was moved to men- 
tion that seemingly insuperable 
obstacle to re-employment — her 
habitual lateness — having the idea 
Felgelomlamtal-mel-(e, ae) man maaliaemiarcimarcis 
Ua) e)Ulaveder<liiwvanyyelel(omagt-l<omr-lam(e(srol 
excuse to spank her; remember that 
olUldiavemiatom-jale)am(iaaiomi-mal-(enel=\-1anl 8 
conversation in the pub | had be- 
come entirely besotted by her, and 
talcum (ale]0le|a) ame) m= (e1(Ur-li\vame(-i(lalemalcis 
knickers down, was almost too 
much to bear in patience. But 
oyslilclalerom mar-lem on are\ce 

she said that she’d tried not to be 
late — the tellings-off, | gathered, 
had had more effect than I'd real- 
ised — but she was simply unable to 
ofomr-la\’ata)iace mr-lele]6) qn) omy a\ar-iea(0le)m-lal= 
had very often missed the bus in the 
nate) daliale\swmr- lace mat-(emere)al-)cclal a elois18 
Tam ige)ele)(om (eo) mi lem-lalemalewmcial-m7-erel 
work it was no different. It wasn’t 
that she couldn’t get out of bed; 
simply that she always seemed to 
leave too little time for the journey. 

By now | had fallen under the spell 
O)M alia iieitcmrelialcialatsssomcre mere) ag) @)(o3 om 
ly that | had become very sym- 
pathetic towards her, (genuinely, it 
ate \dialemanleleamomelom/i(amananici-iisle 
o) me] 0] iam (e) am at-\'s [ace Mm anlis)[elele[-1e mm alos 











earlier), not so much so, however, 
that my sympathy overcame my fas- 
ollarclice)am i iI(aMmiarom(e(st-Me)meleluiare marci 
across my knee. Feeling rather vul- 
nerable myself, | put the following 
e)ce) eles) ( eam onal-ie 
That | felt responsible for her 
present invidious position, admitting 
'iarol@n mar-(omaalis)Ule(e(-1emal-jmel-1(e)t-m-lale 
at=\e Mmmcy-(e1,¢>10 Mam a\=) mmm (0) @)6 (010 lm - (01, ame) 
Uialelsigcjtclalelialem-lalemevar-lali'e 
Iiarcl@mivelel(enalejael-w-le)(-mcen-\ iV lalenl 
if | re-employed her in her former 
capacity —she would have togoona 
typing course, which | said | would 
pay for (| was perhaps a little over- 
eager there) which would provide 
her with a paper qualification at the 
end of it. In that case | could, and 
would, take her on as a typist. 
That— and here was the crunch — | 
really did feel that she needed a 
Bilganmarlaremel=jalialemalsiame)-1an aloe late 
punctuality business — didnt she 
think so too? She said she did; | 
dalial@ciarcm7elelematc\ism-\e|fo1-10m (ON-lA)\ ie 
thing at the time out of sheer relief at 
getting her job back). 
NMatciatal-mmilceamarclaommialsvelava-ialelele 
Tan ce) Nici (alemeele)e)i(eride)a me) Mm tal-mr-1ie) too 
aasjalicearsyemarclalem(aaliar=) mom a(-1au ele) Gs 
tom. | said it with a serious face 
lave maatclarele[=rem(omere)a\i=) mn talom(e(-t- me) 
earnest intent. We both said that it 
would be for her own good; that is, 
est lle i ar- ale msla(=macele(e(-1eme)e)|(eliare liye 
Hie | (or ave) am aal-1a)((e)alm e)-\e-1e mm ele) ice)anicy 
knickers, or things like that. | asked if 
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She thought it would be a reason- 
10)(s mace) 16) (6) aim (em tals wm e)ge)e)(-1gnme)malcis 
lateness (which would get her 
sacked again if nothing was done 
lole]0) @iem- (sem mel0|eme\-miamalelm <li 
etc. etc.) Yes, she thought so, and 
was very, very grateful. She’d work 
atclaemmee)gai-me)amiiaaio mm el-mU-1gaelelele mel! 
typing -. 

G@ialatsyilatsnel(om (=r (samconnselsmeciaicnelle 
work hard, and she did try to get to 
work on time. Not hard enough, 
however — | think she still managed 
to be late six times in the first two 
weeks, or something like that. Not 
wishing to blow my cover by being 
too strict with her too soon, the first 
week was allowed to slip by without 
more than a passing reference to 
Christine’s lateness. In fact | was 
more than eager to get her across 
my knee, but didn’t want to let her 
know it in case she suspected that 
she was being taken for a ride. The 
Same considerations — plus a de- 
gree of nervousness on my part — 
led to the following weekend’s en- 
counter being less than conclusive 
from the smacked bottom point of 
view, but a moral victory that 
augured well for future. 

On the Friday afternoon | had 
@ialaisiiialemeeanom (OM aa\ meliece-li(clmanly 
1o1018=) t= AVM Ale (OM(s1im(em-(eee)0lalmie)malcls 
Ula) e)0laleicer- lil ayaum Malomexe) an] er-la\vmerle\\-10) 
down at four o’clock on Fridays so 
there would be plenty of time. In the 
quiet way | had practised, | lectured 
@ialalsjilalewstomsiaoes) lero m amine aiae)many) 
o[=s>) qummant=1aie(e)aliace mm iam ey-la(e0|tolamiat= 
=) 4(0)g tom mats (0 me le)al-m (ome)amal-1m@el-lar-llp 
To my surprise she bagan to cry. | 
pressed on with what | thought was 
a reasonable presentation of the 
facts of the matter, feeling both 
more conscience-stricken and more 
sexually aroused as she continued 
(oheiava-1ale e]-1er-lan (onl ele) (ele i-m(el)malcis 
stupidity. As | had planned — | had 
had several weeks to think out every 
EW) mols) tlle) male) mmole] melon leo mee 
her to take her own knickers down, 
Standing there in front of me. This 
she did, crying no less, holding up 
her skirt when | told her to, so that 
| caught my first glimpse of those 
concealed.bits of her body | had fan- 
tasised about ever since she had 
agreed to my suggestions in the 
(o)0| opm Maton ige)ele)(-mW7- (oem mel-iet-lan (On io\o) 
quite worried about all the tears, 
wondering wnat on earth she would 
be like once | actually began to 
Spank her bum. | imagined, of 
course, that she was crying be- 
cause she was going to be spanked; 
it did not occur to me that there could 
be any other reason. In some trepid- 
ation | got her across my knee — | 
can still remember the feel of 


‘ her body across my thighs. My own 


arousal was amost unavoidably ob- 
vious, | should have thought. | held 
ole)iamal=)mat-lale(cmel-1al elem ai>)mey-(e.@-1810 
began to spank her. It was the very 
first time | had spanked a girl, and | 
had no idea really how to do it. On 
reflection | am sure | must have 
been altogether too careful with her 
— she had probably come expecting 
Wa iale)cole(elamme-lalalialemalaremiarci(cr-(e mele) 
a rather mild spanking. | have to tell 
Vo] 0m tate)ele]amcar-taniar-lme-)er-lal dale Mm icts 
an erotic high-point for me; | dare 
say it was all the tears and her 
charming obedience to each little 
suggestion | made — time and again 
she repositioned herself across my 
lap as | let her slip off, with never a 
word of protest — and the excitement 
of seeing her bare bottom going 
dle(o(=)mr-lalemasiele(-1melale(>) man mal-lnemm 
shouldn’t think the whole thing 
FW) (cYo mane eamanie)¢omiat-lamihcmaeliael cise 
| then had her stand there with her 
skirt up and her knickers down (like 
in the spanking magazines, which 
atc(om ols\-lamiaicM=)aliicomiaeli@e)m an) alee 
izons until then) while | told her off 
some more. At the time | was lost for 
a way to account for the fact that she 
had actually cried a lot less whilst 
being spanked than she had when 
ol=}[alemce)(eme)imele)iame)-1(e)-m- lem le 
In due course | sent her off home, 
hugely excited and elated by the 
success of the first spanking | had 
ever given a girl. 
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Imagination gingered up 


Sir 

I found your magazine most in- 
teresting, and in particular I found 
the section including the girl un- 
dressing at her uncle’s elbow — was 
it her uncle, by the way? — stimu- 
lating and, above all the looks of 
genuine apprehension and dis- 
tress on the girl’s face as she was 
systematically undressed and then 
spanked. I find myself half con- 
vinced that we were privileged to 
have witnessed the actual event. 

My imagination runs ahead and 
pictures the scene a little later, 
when ‘uncle’ goes upstairs to en- 
sure that the girl, fresh from her 
bath, is securely tucked up in bed. 
Does he simply peck her on the 
cheek and tell her to go to sleep — I 
doubt that I should have such self- 
control — or does he pull back the 
bed-clothes, ostensibly to inspect 
the site of the earlier chastise- 
ment, and possibly deliver another 
‘reminder’ with her stretched out 
full-length on the bed? Having 
done so, is he able to resist the 
temptation of total privacy, a well- 
spanked and no doubt tearful girl, 
and her sore-bottomed eagerness 
to please lest her bum be spanked 
some more? I’m afraid I know what 


I would do! 

Do you think you could publish 
a photo of that same young lady, or 
one very like her, stretched out on 
her tummy across her bed — bare- 
bottomed, of course — so that I can 
see for myself the culmination of 
the fantasy which the scene in 
the downstairs room sparked off? 
Alternatively, perhaps we could 
see her across her bed on some 
other occasion — home from school, 
perhaps, or from a day out with her 
friends — with her knickers pulled 
well down and her bottom made 
ready for a slippering or spanking, 
with the opportunity of a glimpse 
of those private places which the 
shadows in the living room dis- 
creetly hid from view. I should be 
most grateful if you could manage 
to do so. 

I thoroughly enjoyed the rest of 
the magazine, by the way, so I 
shall not be too disappointed if 
you are unable to meet my request, 
but do please try. 

W.B. Bromley, Kent. 


There, W.B. —1s that better? 
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DEVERILS 





PRLS I 


Deveril, Satanic Son of the Devil was dead, and 
many felt the relief from suffering at his disposal. 
When he had been despatched to the mysterious 
regions of the Ageless Ones, his whole temple had 
been despatched with him»... except one... Videl. 
Videl was Deveril’s high priest and rated high on the 
Demonic Church list. . . it was to him that the Dark 
Power was given .. . the secret knowledge that 
enables him to live his life of debauchery and sexual 
gratification. 

Very beautiful and unwilling women find them- 
selves entrapped in his web of cruel domination and 
they are unable to prevent him from carrying out his 
evil power. over their shapely bodies. To have an 
attractive woman as his absolute obedient and 
obeisant servant gives Videl pleasure and to have 
them begging for the ultimate abuse that he easily 
heaps upon them is the epitome of his cruelty. 

In this sequel to the Deveril series, the Reader will 
recognise the authorship of a very descriptive master 
of the wiles of sexuality that are exploited and 
described in the finest detail demanded by 
connoisseurs of Adult Literature. Compulsive 
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Frau OppeERNHEIMER 





To supplement her teacher’s income, Penelope 
applied for and acquired a position as a waitress on 
the continent. At twenty years of age, superbly 
attractive in every way, our young herione goes from 
one disaster to another. Humiliation after humiliation 
follow her adventures as she is subjected to the 
wiles and whims of a cruel proprietor who enjoys 
nothing more than to have his young ladiés in 
humbled subjection; then there is Trudy, a vixenish 
but lovely lesbian domnitrix who manages to extract 
a very detailed type of obedience from the luckless 
Penny. An Arabian takes a strong fancy to seeing 
Penny in naked subjection, but he passes her over to 
a negress Harem mistress and she is something else 
again. Throughout all this Penelope survives with a 
fortitude that is compatible only to a much stronger 
personality ...until at last she comes to the inevitable 
conclusion of her vacation. 

A superbly written novel that exposes in the 
very finest detail, the subservient humiliations and 
subjected shame that an attractive girl will have to 
suffer for her very survival. Fully illustrated and the 
story itself will have the reader calling for more and 


more. 
price £5 
Hildegarde 
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